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DEDICATION. 



TO THE 



RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY-RICHARD FOX, 
LORD HOLLAND, 

OF HOLLAND, IN LINCOLNSHIRE ; 
LORD HOLLAND, OF FOXLEYI 

AND 

f eOolD of t|K %omt of Sntlqiiarfriif. 



MY LORD, 

THx4T the longest Poem in this 
Collection was honoured b}^ the notice of your 
Lqrdship's Right Honourable and ever-yalued 
Relation^ Mr. Fox ; that it should be the last 
\¥hich engaged his attention; and that some 
parts of it were marked with his approbation ; 
are circumstances productive of better hopes of 
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Vl DEDICATION. 

ultimate success^ than I had dared to entertain 
before I was gratified with a knowledge of them : 
And the hope thus raised^ leads me to ask per-^ 
mission that I maj dedicate this Book to your 
Lordship, to whom that truly great and greatly 
lamented Personage was so nearly allied in^fa* 
roily, so closely bound in affection^ and in whose 
miud presides the same critical taste which he 
exerted to the deligh t of all who heard him . He 
doubtless united with his unequalled abilities, a 
fund of good-nature ; and this possibly led him 
to speak favourably of, and give satisfaction to 
Writers, with whose productions he might not be 
entirely satisfied : nor must I allow myself to sup- 
pose his desire of obliging was withholden, when 
he honoured any effort of mine with his appro- 
bation : But, my Lord^ as there was discrimina- 
tion in the opinion he gave'; as he did not veil 
indifference for insipid mediocrity of composition 
under any general expression of cool approval ; I 
allow myself to draw a favourable conclusion 
from the verdict of One who had the superiority 
of intellect few would dispute, which he made 
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DEDICATION. Til 

manifest by a force of eloquence peculiar to him- 
self ; whose excellent judgment no one of his 
friends found qause to distrust^ and whose ac- 
knowledged, candour no enemy had the temerity 
to deny. 

" With such encouragement^ I present my Book 
to your Lordship : the Account of the Life and 
Writings of Lopez de Vega, has taught me 
what I am to expect ; I there perceive how your 
Lordship can write^ and am there taught how 
you can judge of writers : my faults^ however 
numerous^ I know will none of them escape 
through inattention^ nor will any merit be lost 
for want of discernment : My verses are before 
him who has written elegantly^ who has judged 
with accuracy^ and who has given unequivocal 
proof of abilities in a work of difficulty ; — ^a 
translation of poetry^ which few persons in this 
kingdom are able to read^ and in the estimation 
of talents not hitherto j ustly appreciated . In this 
view^ I cannot but feel some apprehension : but 
I know also^ that your Lordship is apprised of 
the great difficulty of writing well ; that you 
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VIU D£DICATIOK. 

will make much allowance for failures/ if not 
too frequently repeated ; and^ as jou can accu- 
rately discern^ so joii will readily approve, all 
the better and more bappy efforts of one^ who 
places the highest yalue upon your Lordship's 
approbation, and who has the honour to be^ 

MY LOKD^ 

Your Lordship's most faithful 
and 
obliged humble Servant^ 

GEO. CRABBE. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ADVERTISEMENT 



TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



IN this Edition of his Poems, the Author has en- 
deavoured to avail himself of such remarks as have 
been communicated to him since the publication of 
his work ; and, so far as the time allowed, he has 
sought to make the improvements suggested: he is 
nevertheless conscious that much remains to be done, 
and must entreat the indulgence of his readers, if 
they still perceive many places to which he ought to 
have directed his attention ; some of which i^uired 
retrenchment ; and not a few, which (with advantage 
to the book) might have been altogether expunged. 

July £6, 1808. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO ,THE READER. 



Another Edition of bis Poems being called 
fbr^ the Author is unwilling to present them to the 
Public, still unaccompanied by his acknowledgment 
for the favourable reception given to the former im- 
pressions; — ^he therefore takes this occasion to ex- 
press the pleasure he derives from the approbation of 
his readers, and his conviction that he has been 
treated with much lenity : this he perceives not only 
in their judgment, who in some degree form or guide 
the taste of the public, but likewise in the indul- 
gence evinced by his readers in general, who, find* 
ing something which they could approve, would not 
permit a want of correctness in some parts, or a want 
of interest in others, to destroy their more favourable 
opinion. * 

If it should be remarked that these faults are yet 
suffered to remain, the Author takes , the liberty of 
observing, that a revisal and correction of the work, 
such as would satisfy his readers and himself, would 
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Xli ADVERTISEMENT. 

cause a greater alteration in the book, than those who 
already possess it, would consider as justified by the 
improvement ; nor indeed is time allowed at present 
for such a purpose. The Author likewise indulges a 
hope that it will be more sasisfactory to many of 
his friends, when informed that he is devoting his 
leisuie to new subjects, than if they considered him 
as. engaged in emaidations of the former. Whatever 
maybe the event of these att^npts, he dares not' 
flatter himself with so distant a view as any under- 
takings beyond them nmst appear ; but should he be 
iben unequal to the task of original composition, he 
may yet take upon him the lesser efforts his leisure 
may admit; he may endeavour to make smooth the 
asperities of negligent versification; he may take off 
the redundancies of description which has been con- 
ndered as too elaborate; and he may strive to re- 
touch and amend all such parts in narration or cha^ 
racter as now appear with any thing obscure^ unin* 
teresting, or incomplete. 

r 

Mustofij March 1809. 
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PREFACE. 



About twenty-five years since, was published o 
poem called The Library; which, in no long time, 
was fqllowed by two others, The Village^ and The 
News-paper: These, with a few alterations and addi- 
tions, are here reprinted ; and are accompanied by « 
poem of greater length, and several shorter attempts, 
now, for the first time, before the Public ; whose re^ 
ception of them creates in their Author something 
more than common solicitude, because he conoeivei 
that, with the judgment to be formed of these lattear 
producti(»is, upon whatever may be found intrinsi-^ 
cally meritorious or defective, there will be united aa 
inquiry into the relative degree of praise or blame, 
which they may be thought to deserve, when com^ 
pared with the more early attempts of the same 
l^riter. 
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And certainly, were it the principal employment of 
a man's life to compose verses, it might seem reason- 
able to expect, that he would continue to improve as 
long as he continued to live; though, even then, 
there is some doubt whether such improvement would 
follow, and perhaps proof might be adduced to show 
it would not : but when, to this " idk trade^*^ is add- 
ed some " calling,^ with superior claims upon his 
time and attention, his progress in the art of versi- 
fication will probably be in proportion neither to the 
years he has lived, nor even to the attempts he has 
'madet 

While composing the first-published of these 
Poems, the Author was honoured with the notice 
and assisted by the advice of the Right Honourable 
Edmund Burke: part of it was written in his pre^ 
sence, and the whole submitted to his judgment; re- 
ceiving, in its progress, the benefit of his correction : 
I hope therefore to obtain pardon of the reader, if I 
eagerly seize the occasion, and, after so long a silence, 
endeavour to express a grateful sense of the benefits 
^ I have received from this gentleman, who was solici-- 
tous for my more essential interests, as well as bene^ 
volently anxious for my credit as a writer* 

I will not enter upon the subject of his extraordinary 
abilities; it would be vanity, it would be weakness 
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PREFACE. XV 

in me to believe that I could make tbem better knowa 
or more admired than they now are : but pf his private 
worth, of his wishes to do good, oT his affability and 
condescension ; his readiness to lend assistance when 
he knew it was wanted, and his delight to give praise 
where he thought it was deserved ; of these I may 
write with some propriety. All know that his powers 
were vast, his acquirements various ; and I take leave 
to add, that he applied them with unremitted atteo- 
tion to those objects which he believed tended to the 
honour and welfare of his country. But it may liQt 
be so generally understood that he was ever assidu- 
ous in the more private duties of a benevolent nature, 
that he delighted to give encouragement to any pro- 
mise of ability, and assistance to any appearance of 
desert : to what purposes be employed his pen, and 
with what eloquence he spake in the senate, will be 
told by many, who yet may be ignorant of the soliji 
instruction, as well as the fascinating pleasantry, found 
in his commcm conversation, amongst his friends, and 
his affectionate manners, amiable disposition, and 
2eal for their happiness, which he manifested in the 
hours of retirement, with his family. 

To this gentleman I, was indebted for my know- 
ledge of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was as well 
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known to his friends f<Nr his perpetual fond of good^ 
humoor and his unceasing wishes to oblige, as he was 
to the puUie for the extraordinary productions of his 
pencil and his pen. By him I was favoured with an 
introduction to Doctor Johnson, who honoured me 
with his notice, and assisted me, as Mr. Boswell 
has told, with remarks and emehdations for a poeni 
I was about to publish.* The Doctor had been often 
wearied by applications, and did not readily comply 
with requests, for his opinion ; not from any unwill- 
ingness to oblige, but from a painful contention in 
Jiis mind, between a desire of giving pleasure mid a 
determination to speak truth. No man can, I think, 
publish a work without some expectation of satisfying 
those who are to judge of its merit : but I can, with 
the. utmost regajrd to veracity, spe^ my fears, as pre- 
dominating over every pre-indulged thought of a more 
, fovourable nature, when I was told thai a judge so 
discerning had consented to read and give his opi- 
nion of the Village, the poem I had prepared for 
publication. Ite time of suspense was not long pro- 
tracted; I was soon fisivoured with a few words from 
Sir Joshua, who observed, — ^ If I knew how cau- 
* tious Doctor Johnson was in giving conunenda- 



* Seethe Life of S. Johnson, by Boswell, voL vr, p. 1S5. 8va edit. 

5 
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' tiofts'Doctor Johnson was iQ giving Gommenda- 
.' tioii, I should be well satisfied with the portion 
' d^dt to me in his letter .'rrr-Of ihat letter the fol- 
lowing is a copy.: 

- "Sir, . 

'^ I have stUt yeu back Mr. Chabbe'b 

^* Poem; which ; I read \vith great delight. . It is 

'Voriginal, vigorous, and elegant* — ^The alterations 

" which I have made, I do not require him to adopt; 

*' for my lines ^are, perhaps, not oftei\ better [than] 

*^ his own: but he may take mine and his own to- 

*' gather, and perhaps, between them, .produce some- 

" thing better than either. — ►He is not to think his 

" copy wantonly defaced : a wet sponge will wash 

" all the red lines away, and leave the pages clean. — 

" His Dedication* will be least liked : it were better 

** to contract it into a short sprightly Address— -I do 

^' not doubt of Mr. Crabbe's success. 

'* I am, Sib, your most humble Servant, 

" SAM: JOHNSON." 
'' March 4, 1783.'* 



* Neither of these were adopted ; the Author had written, about 
that time, some Verses to the Memory of Lord ROBERT MANNERS, 
Brother to the late Duke of i RUTLAND ;. and these, by a junction, it 
is presumed, not forced or unnatural, form the concluding part of TV 
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That I was fully satisfied^ my refers will ^ mQ 
the justice to believe; aod I hope they will paardoh 
me, if there should appear to them any impropriety iti 
publishing the favourable ppiQioii expressed in a prl* 
vate letter: they wijl judge, aud truly, that by so 
doing, I wish to bespeak their good opinion, but have 
DO design of extbrting their app^s^. I would not 
ha^sard an appearance so ostentatious to gratify my 
vanity, but I venture to do it |n cprnpliaijice with my 
fears. 

^fter these, was published the N£WSPAp;Bit : it 
^had not th^ advantage of such previous criticism from 
any friends, nor |>erhap8 so much of my own atten* 
tion as I qttght to have given to it; but the impres* 
aiou was disposed of, and I will not pay so Uttlt 
respect to the judgment of my readers, as now to 
suppress what they then approved. 

Since the publication of this ppem inore than 
twenty years have elapsed, and I am not without ap- 
prehension, lest so lopg a silence should be con- 
strued into a blamcable neglect of my own interest, 
which those excellent friends were desirous of pro- 
moting ; or, what is yet worse, into a want of grati* 
tude for their assistance ; since it becomes me to sup 
pose, they considered these first attempts as promises 
of better things, and their favours as stimulants to 
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future exertion. And here, be the construction put 
upon my apparent negligence what it ma^, let me 
hot suppress my testimony to the liberality of those 
who are looked up to, as patrons and encourager^ of 
literary merit, or indeed of merit of any kind : their 
patronage has never been refused, I conceive, when 
it has been reasonably expected or modestly required; 
and it would be difficult, probably, to instance, in 
these times and in this country, any one who me- 
rited or was supposed to merit assistance, but who 
lievertbeless languished in obscurity or necessity for 
want of it; unless in those cases, where it was pre- 
vented by the resolution of impatient pride, or wea- 
ried by the solicitations of determined profligacy .-*- 
And, while the subject is before me, I am unwilling to 
pass silently over the debt of gratitude which I owe 
to the memory of two deceased noblemen. His Grace 
the late Duke of Rutland, and the Right Honour- 
able the LordTHURLOw : sensible of the honour done 
me by their notice and the benefits received from 
them, I trust this acknowledgment will be imputed 
to its only motive, a grateful sense of their favours. 

Upon this subject I could dwell with much plea* 
sure; but, to give a reason for that appearance of 
neglect, as it is more difficult, so, happily, it is less 
required- In truth, I have, for many years, intended 
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4 re{>ublication of the^e Poems^ as soon as I shoul<} 
be able to join with them such other of later date B^ 
Uaight not deprive me of the little credit the former 
had obtained' Long inpieed has this purpose b^en 
procrastinate4 : and if tb^ duties of a profession, i^ot 
before pressing up6n me ; if the claims of a situation, 
at that time untried ; if diffidence of my own judg- 
ment, and the loss of my earliest friepds, will Qot 
sufficiently accoupt for my del^y, I xqust rely upon 
the gpod-natiirQ of my re^er, ih^t he will let then^ 
^vail as far as he caq, and find aii addjtional apology 
in my fears of his censure. 

These fefurs being so prevalent with me, I deter- 
mined not to publish any thing more, unless I could 
first obtain the sanction of such an opinion as T might 
with some confidenqe re}y upop. I Iqql^.ed for a friend 
who, haying the d^sqerijing taste of Mr. Burke, and 
the critical sagiuiity pf Doctor Johnson, would be-;- 
stow upon my M$. the attention r^uisite to fqrm his 
opinion, and would then favour me with the result 
of his observations: ai^d it was my singiflar good 
fortune to gain such assistance; the opinion of a 
critic so qualified, and a friend so disposed to favour 
me. I had been hon6ured by an introduction to the 
Right Honourable Charles-James Fox, some years 
before^ at the seat of Mr. Bvske; and being again 

5 
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with him, t received a promise that he w6uld perus^ 
(any work I might send to him previous to its publi- 
cation, and Would give me his opinion. At that time, 
I did not think myself sufRcientlj pr^p'ared; and 
when, afterwards, I had collected some poems for his 
inspection, I found my Right Honourable Friend en- 
gaged by the affairs of a great empire, aiid struggling 
with the inveteracy of a fatal disease ; at such time, 
tlpon such mind, ever disposed to oblige as that mind 
li^ras, I could not obtrude the petty business of critic 
cising verses : but he r^nembered the promise he had 
kindly given, and repeated an offer, which, though I 
had not presumed to expect, I was happy to receive. 
A copy of the poems, now first published, was imme* 
diately s6nt to him, and (as I have the iiiformation 
from Lord HottA^D, and his Lord^ip^s permission 
to infonh my reader's) the poem which I . have 
named The Parish Register, was heard by Mr. 
Fox, and it excited interest enough, by some of its 
parts, to gain for me the benefit of his judgment upon 
the wbok. Whatever he approted, the reader will 
readily believe, I haVe carefully retahi^ ; the parts 
he disliked are totally expunged, and others are sub* 
stituted, which I hope resemble those, more conform- 
able to the taste of so admirable a judge. Nor can I 
deny myself the melancholy satisfaction of adding. 
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XXll VREFACB. 

that this poem, (and more especially the story of 
I^ha^e Dawson*^ with some parts of the second 
hook,) were the last compositions of their kind, that 
CBgaged and amused the capacious, the candid^ the 
benevolent mind of this great Man. 

The above information I owe to the favour of the 

s.. 

Right Honourable Lord Holland; nor this only, 
but to his Lordship I am indebted for some excellent 
remarks upon the other parts of my MS; It was not 
indeed my good fortune then to know that my verses ' 
were in the hands of a Nobleman who had given proof 
of his accurate judgment as a critic^ and his elegance as 
a writer, by favouring the public with an easy and spi- 
rited translation of some interesting scenes of a dra- 
matic poet, not often read in this kingdom. The Life 
of Lopez de Vega was then Unknown to me ; I had, in 
common with many English readers, heard of him, but 
could not judge whether his far-extended reputation 
was cfius^d by the sublime efforts of a mighty genius, 
or the uneq^aUed facility of a rapid c(Mnposer^ aided 
by peculiar and fortunate circumstances. ' Tliat any 
part of my MS. was honoured by the remarks of 
Lord H01.LAND, yields me a high degree of satis- 
faction, and his Lordship will perceive the use I have 

* See page 80. 
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]Q9de of them, but % must feel lome regret when X 
kiQw to what ^maU portion thejr were limited ; and 
disjQemingi a^ I Ao^ the ta^te and judgment bestowed^ 
upoii the verses o^ Lopez de Vega^ I must perGeiy0 
how nmd) my ow& needed the assistance afforded tor 
one, who cannot ]>e #^dsible of the benefit he has re* 
^ved. 

But how much soeter I may lament the adtafntagea 
losti let me remembetr with! latitude the h?Ips I ha^V($ 
qbtaine<i With a 9iQg)e:ei(<;^od, every poeipr iir.th*|: 
^' eoBfuing cdlactioi^ has been datMilted. to' ^.crjiitipal, 
sagacUyof a ge9t)eD»a% iipop whose si^H.sin^ gcm;^ 
dpuar th^ir Authoi* ^ould rely. To publicly by adVipe^^; 
friends^ has been severely ridi<:u!k(d> apd tfa^(< tloo by. a 
poet^ who probably, without au^h advicjie, never m^e' 
public, any verses of his awn: in fapt, it may; not be 
easily determined who acts with less discretipn, the 
writer who is encouraged to publish hir works, merely 
by the advice of friends Ntrhom he consulted, or he 
who, against advice, publishes fr<Mn the sole iencoUfagf-' 
mwt of his own opinion. These nxe deceptions to be 
cajFcfttlly avoided, and I was happy toescape the latter,. 
by the friendly attentions of the Reverend Richarit 
TvuNEB, Minister of Great Yarmoutb. To this' 
gentleman I am indebted more than I am* able to 
describe^ or than he is willing to allow, for the time be 
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XXl/ PRtFACE. 

has bestowed upon the attempts I have made. He fe>' 
indeed, the kind of crhic for ^hom every poet shotrW* 
devoutly wish',- and the frieadVhom'every man* wotfl^ 
be happy to acquire; he has taste to discern' afl iH^i^ 
is meritorious, and sagdcity to detect ' \thAt80eV6l^ 
should be discarded ; he gives just^^ opinion ah AuP 
thor's wisdom should covet, however his vanity might^ 
prompt him to reject it ; 'what altogether to expunge 
sUid what to improve he. has repeatedly taught, me,* 
and, could I have'obeyeii him in the latter di^ection;^ 
as'Iiiivsfriably have in the ftmrier; the public wouM^ 
hffve ibtkuA thii collection more worthy its atteiiti<}n>^ 
smid'l ''should have sought the opinion of the cntic' 
ihore Vbid ofapptehension.- ■ ' -- 

But whatever I may hopeor fear, wbati^ver assistance 
I have had or have needed, it becomes me to leave my ^ 
verses to the judgment of thcJ reader, without iiiy en-' , 
deavour to point out their merft 6r an apology for their 
defects : yet as, among the poetical atteihptk of one^ 
who has been for many years a priest, it may seem a 
want of respect for the legitimate objects of his study/ 
that nothing occiirs, unless it be incidentally,' of the 
gteat 'subjects of Religion; so it ipay appear a kinif 
St ingratitude of a beneficedf clergyman, that he has 
not employedlii^ talent (be it estimated aS it may) to 
some patriotic purpose; as in celebrating the uiisub-' 
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ance of those e*ttriie&i \fhi i^owW-*!^^' iib Jieac«f 

tfiWoghoutthte WoirW, except Atft ^Wiittfe is '^litfaied 

to tb^'drdopkig' spirit of ^iiflfering humatiity-by tlte 

* trfiitfipbant^aiol^fe of Hi JKtary success. ;^ • 

CVeditwilf Ife'givento nie^ I hope, when t affiha 

that srtibject^s ioitfU^i^siSnfg have^thfe dtre Weigfit t^^ith' 

iney whicb flie 'sadifed hattire of th^ one, ind 'the Ha-* 

tiohal kAportailce dS ih& 6ther,''ixittst iiiipresis^ n^titi 

' tveiymind'ttot seduce* mto eaielessiiess for r^ligioit,- 

*by thelethitfglc fefluedc^ ^t ^ perverted phBo^iplhy; 

nor into indifference for the cause of our eomtiry Jiy 

hf^pdrboftcaP or -Hypocritical prbfesdlons of -utttrersal 

phiktnthrd|>y r %^j after many' eflorts to^satiSfy niy-^ 

siilf by V^iaftk^iaft an thede'kil:|ft^fe,rl ieclifi^d^ alll' 

far^^r^altieii^t;' fi^ it <i6nvictf0ih*th^ { shouM^'not^ 

be iftfe to ^Vfe^ s^tisfectioh to my rieader*. P6«i»y 'oi 

rdigious'^riatufe^'iiitist indeed evfer be feloggeA ' liiiK 

ambstinsiiperable difficulty : but there^redbubdes^ 

to be found, poets who are well qualified to celebrate' 

the uhaninious arid heroic spirit of our country meir, 

and to describe in appropriate colours some of those 

extraordinary scenes, which have been and are shift- , 

ing in the face of fiurope, with such dreadful celerity ; 

and to such I relinquish the duty. 

It remains for me to give the reader a brief view 
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oftbosf articles in tbe foUowing i^o^tipo^ w|4fi|| 
fpr the first fiepie. soliqit his att^taoo. 

Ip the JPARxm Rsci&TER, he wiU find an eodenh 
yc^r onoe more to describe Vilkige^Mwo^^ iK)t l^ 
adopting the notion of pastoral simplicity of asinining 
idaas of rustic harbarityi bu^ 1>y ^nore iptural yiews 
of the peasantry^ considered sa a ni,i|:ed body ^f per^ 
sons sober or profligate, and benac;, in' ^ great moar 
^ure, contented or miserable. ; Ta thjf n^oregene^ 
description are addei^ the various .^fxacteis whk^l^ 
occur in the tbreepartsof a flegister; ^aptlffsn, Mar^^ 
riages> andBuri^p. . 

l£ the BiETH OF FtATT|SRy oS^x na^ral, a$ a^ 
appendage to the fable, it is hoped fhat i^(|)iAg of 
aninuDoral, nothijpgof improper t^nd^acy wil) .be 
iqaputed to a piece of poetical playfulness ; i;i fact« 
genuine praise, like aU other specif of tj^^, u Ipvown 
l^y its bearing full investigation : it is. what the girer 
is happy that he can justly bestow, and the receiver 
conscious that he may boldly accept ; but adulation 
must ever be afraid of inquiry, and must, in prppor* 
tion to their degrees of moral sensibility. 

Be shame ** to him that gives a»d him tb»t takes.'* 

The verses in p. 211, want a title ; nor' does the 
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m^pi^Ot '^(hougb It gave ocqasion to fhem, altogether 
express the sense of the writer, who meant to observe 
thatsoine of .ot|r best acquisitions^ and some of our 
)K>Uep coaquesits, are rendered ineffectual^ by the 
passing awaj^^of opportunity and the changes made 
by time; .an argument that svch acquirements and 
moral habits are reserved for a state of being in which 
they hav§ the uses here denied them. 

In the story of Sir Eustace Grey^ an attempt is 
made to describe the wanderings of a m«ind first irri- 
' tated by tM cQi^sequeBoes of error and misfoirtune, 
add afterw^ds soothed by a species of enthusiastic 
eonver&^j^.^ill keeping him. insane; a task very diffi^ 
cult, and, if the presumption of. the attempt may 
^xhd pardcm, it wiil not be refused to the failure of 
tbepoet^ It is s^id of .our Shakspeare^ respecting 



' ** lA thdA cicde none dace walk but he :^'-^ 

yet be it granted to one, who dares not to pass the 
boundary fixed for common minds, at least to step • 
near to tip tremendous verge, and form some idea of 
tb^ terrors that are stalking in the interdicted space. 

When first I. had written Aaron, or The Gipsy, 
I had no unfavourable opinion of it; and had I been 
collecting, my verses at that time for publication, I 
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should certainly have included this tale. JJme yeirf^ 
have since elapsed^ and I cohtinne to judgie the same 
of it^ thus literally obeying- one of the directions 
given by the prudence of criticism to the icagerness of 
the poet : but how far I may have cohfbrtned to rule* 
of more importance, must be left to the lefis p^tial 
judgment of the readers* 

The concluding poem, intitled Womai^!, wag 
written' at the time when the quotation from Mr. 
Lebyard was first made public ; the expression ha^ 
since become hacknied ; but the sentiment^ i^ conge* 
nial with our feelings, and tlK>ugh somewhat ampU^^^ 
fied in theJAj verses,, it is hoped they are hot so far 
extended as to become tedious. 

After this brief account of his subjects, Ihe AudK* 
leaves them to their fate, not presuming to maUe 
any remarks upon the kinds of versification fae has 
chosen, or the merit of the e^tecution: he has in* 
deed brought forward the favourable opinion of hial 
friends, and for that he earnestly hopes his motives 
will be rightly understood ; it was a step of which he 
felt the advantage while he foresaw the danger : he 
was aware of the benefit, if his readers would con- 
sider him as one' whp puts on a defensive armour 
against hasty and determined' severity; but hfe feels' 
also the hazard, lest they should suppose he looks 
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upon himself to be guarded by his friends^ «nd so se* 
cure iA the defence, that he may defy the fair judg* 
ment of legal criticism. It will probably be said> '' he 
has brought with him his testimonials to the bar of 
the public -y* and be must admit the truth of the re* 
xnark : but he begs leave to observe in reply, that, of 
those who bear testimonials of any kind, the greater 
numbers feel apprehension, and not security ; ^hey 
are indeed so far from the enjoyment of victory, of 
the exultation of triumph, that with all they can do 
for themselves, with all their friends have done for 
them, they are, like him, in dread of examination, 
and in fear of disappointment. 

'Muston, Leicestershire, 
September, 1807. 
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VILLAGE. 



BOOK I. 

1 HE Village Life, and every Care that reigns 
O'er youthAil Peasants and declining Swains ; 
What Labour yields, and what, that labour past. 
Age, in its hour of languor, fihds at last ; , 
What form the real Picture of the Poor, 
Demand a Song — the Muse can give no more. 

Fled are those times^ when, in harmonious strains, 
The rustic Poet prais'd his native Plains: 
No Shepherds now, in smooth alternate verse. 
Their Country's beauty or their Nymphs' rehearse; 
Yet still for these we frame the tender str^n, 
Still in our Lays fond Corydons complam. 
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AhA Shepherds* Boys their amorous pains reveal. 
The only pains, alas! they never feeL 

On MiNcio's banks, in C^sar^s bounteous reign. 
If TiTYRus found the Golden Age again. 
Must sleepy Bards the flattering dream prolong. 
Mechanic echoes of the Mantuan song i 
From Truth and Nature shall we widely stray. 
Where Vihgil, not where Fancy, leads the way ?. 

Yes, thus the Muses sing of happy Swains, 
Because the Muses never knew their pains : 
They boast their Peasants' pipes ; but Peasants now 
Resign their pipes and plod behind the plough; 
And few, amid the Rural-tribe, have time 
To number syllables and play with rhyme j 
Save honest Duck, what, son of Verse could share 
The Poet^s rapture and the Peasant's care? 
Or the great labours of the field degrade^ 
With the new peril of a poorer trade ? 

From this chief cause these idle praises spring. 
That themes so easy few forbear to sing; 
For no deep thought the trifling subjects ask,. 
To sing of Shepherds is an easy task: 
The happy Youth ^sumes the common strain, 
A ]Nymph his Mistress £itid himself a Swain; 
With no sad scenes he clouds his tuneful prayer. 
But all, to look like her^ is painted fair. 
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I grant indeed that fields and flocks have chartttt 
For hun that grazes or for him that farms ; 
But when amid such pleasing scenes I trace 
The pobr laborious Natives of the place> 
And see the mid-day sun, with fervid ray, 
On their baiie heads and dewy temples play ^ 
While some, with feebler heads and fainter hearts, 
Deplore their fortune, yet sustain their parts; 
Then shall I dare these real ills to hide 
In tinsel trappings of poetic pride? 

No; cast by Fortune on a frowning coast, 
Which neither groves nor happy valleys boast; 
Where other cares than those the Muse relates, 
And oth^r Shepherds dwell with other Mates; 
By such examples taught, I paint the Cot, 
As Truth \^iU paint it and as Bards will not: 
For you, ye Poor, of lettered scorn complain. 
To you the smoothest song is smoojth in vain ; 
Overcome by Jabour and how'd down by time, 
Feel you the barren flattery of a rhyme? 
Can Poets soothe you, when you pine for bread, 
By winding myrtles round your ruin'd shed? 
Can their light tales your weighty griefs o'erpower. 
Or glad with airy mirth the toilsome hour? 

Lo ! wher^e the heath, with withering brake grown o'er, 
Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor; 
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From thence a length of burning sand appears, 
Where the thin harvest waves its withered ears ; 
Rank weeds, that every art and care defy, 
'Reign o'er the land and rob the blighted rye : 
There thistles stretch their prickly arms a&r, 
And to the ragged infant threaten war; 
There poppies nodding, mock the hope of toil ; 
There the blue bugloss paints th^ sterile toil ; 
Hardy and high, above the slender sheaf. 
The slimy mallow waves her silky leaf; 
O'er the young shoot the charlock throws a shade. 
And clasping tares cling round the sickly blade; 
With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound, 
And a sad splendour vainly shines around. 
So looks the Nymph whom wretched arts adorn, 
Betray'd by Man, then left for Man to scorn ; 
Whose cheek in vain assumes the mimic rose. 
While her sad eyes the troubled breast disclose ; 
Whose outward splendour is' but folly's dress, 
Exposing most, when most it gilds distress. 

Here joyless roam a wOd amphibious race. 
With isullen wo displa/d in every face ;' 
Who, far from civil arts and social fly, 
And scowl at strangers with suspicious eye. 

Here too the lawless Merchant of the main 
Draws from his plough th' intoxicated Swain ; 
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Want only daim'd 'die Idbotu of the 4ayi ' 
Bat Vice now steals his nightly rest away. 

Where are the SwaihSy who, daily labour doiie. 
With rural games pla/d down the setting snu ; ' 
Who struck with malthleis force the bounding ball| 
Or made the poidd'rouK quoit oMiqneiy fidl { 
While some huge Ajai^, <terrible and strong, 
S^g^g'd some artful stripling of the throng; ^ 
And fell beneath- him, foiled, while far around ' * ^ 
Hoarse triumph rose and rocks return'd the somid ? 
Where now are these f-^Beneath yon cliff they stand. 
To show the freighted pinnace where to land; 
To load the ready steed with guilty faastcf, 
To fly in terror o'er the pathless waste; 
Or, when detected, ii^ their straggling course, 
To foil their foes by cunning or by force;. 
Or, yielding part (which equa} knaves deznand), - 
To gain a lawless passport through the ^d* 

Here, wand'ring long, wmi these frowning field^ 
I sought the simple life that Nature yields ; 
B^pine and Wrong and Fear usurped her place/' 
And a bold, art^, surly, savage race ; 
Who, only skilFd to take the finny tribe, 
The yearly dinner, or septennial brib^ 
Wait on the shore, and, as the waves nm bigll^ 
Ou the tost ves^ bead their eager ^e 9 
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Whieh to their coast directs its vwt'rous way, \, 
Theirs, or theocean'sy miseral^le prey. 

As on their neighbouring beach yon swallows stau^. 
And wait for favouring winds to leaye the land; 
While still for flight thie read^ wixig is spread: 
So waited I the favouring hour, and fled ; 
Fled from these shores where guilt and ikpaine reigiii 
And cried, Ah! hapless they who still rem^n; 
Who still remain to hear the ocean roar, 
Whose greedy waves, devour th^ lessening shore ; 
Till some fiierce tide, with more imperious sway. 
Sweeps the low hut and all it holds away ; 
When the sad tenant weeps from door to door. 
And begs a poor protection from the poor! 

But these are scenes where Nature's niggard hand . 
Gave a spare portion to the famished land; 
Hers is the faidt, if here Man](ind complain 
Of fruitless toil and labour spent in vain ; 
But yet in other scene^s more fair in view. 
Where Plenty smiles — alas ! she smiles for few— 
And those who taste not, yet behold her store. 
Are as the slaves that dig the golden ore. 
The wealth around them makes them doubly poor. 

Or will you deem them amply paid in health. 
Labour's fiur child, that languishes with wealth ? 
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Go then! and gee diem rising with the sun^ 
Through a long coune of daily toil to run ; 
See than beneath the dpg-star's faging heat, 
When the kneed tremble and the temples beat. 
Behold them^ leaning on their scythes, look o'er 
The kbour past, and toils to come explore; 
See them alternate suns and showers engage, 
And hoard up aches and anguish for tl\eir age ^ 
Thro' fens and marshy 'moors their steps pursue, 
When their warm pores imbibe the evening dew; 
Then own that labour may as fatal be 
To these thy skiTes, as thine excess to thee. 

Amid this tribe too oft a manly pride 
Strives in strong toil the fainting heart to hide; . 
There may you see the Youth of slender frame 
Contend with weakness, weariness, and shame ; 
Yet, urg'd along, and proudly loth to yield, 
He strives to join his fello^ws of the field : 
Till long^K^ontending nature droops at last. 
Declining health rejects his poor repast. 
His cheerless Spouse the coming danger sees, 
And mutual murmurs urge the slow disease. 

Yet grant them health, 'tis not for us to tell, 
Though the head droops not, that the heart is well; 
Or will you praise that homely, healthy fare. 
Plenteous and plain, that happy peasants share ! 
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Oh ! trifle not with wants you cannot fed, 
Nor mock the misery of a stinted meal ; 
Homely not wholesome, plain not plenteous, such 
As you who praise would never deig^ to touch. 

Ye gentle souls, who dream of Ruial ease. 
Whom the smooth stream and smoother s6nnet please ; 
Go ! if the peaceful Cot your praises shctt'e, 
. Go look within, and ask if Peace be there; 
If Peace be his — ^that drooping weary Sire, 
Or theirs, that Offspring round their hMe fire; 
Or hers, that Matron pale, whose tremhiitig hand 
Turns on the wretched hearth tb' es^piring brand ! 

Nor yet can Time itself obtain for these 
Life's latest comforts, dne respect and ease; 
For yonder see that hoary Swain, whose age 
Can with no cares except its own engage ; * 
Who, propt on that rude staff, looks up to see 
The bare arms broken from the withering tree. 
On which, ahoy, he climb*d the loftiest bough, 
Then his first joy, but his sad emblem now. 

He once was chief in all the rustic trade; 
His steady hand.the straightest fdrrow msAe\ 
Full many a prize he won, and still is proud 
To find the triumphs of his youth allowed ; 
A transient pleasure sparkles in his eyes. 
He hears and smiles, then thinks again and sighs ; 
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For now he journeys to his grave in pain ; 
The rich disdain him; nay, the poor disdain: 
Alternate Masters now their Slave command. 
Urge the weak efforts of his feeble hand. 
And, when his age attempts its task in vain. 
With ruthless taunts, of lazy poor complain *t 

Oft may you see him, when he tends the sheep, 
His winter-charge, beneath the hillock weep'; 
Oft hear him murmur to the winds that blow 
O'er his white locks and bury them in snow, 
When, rousM by rage and muttering in the mom, 
He mends the broken hedge with icy thorn :«^ 

" Why do I live, when I desire to be 
** At once from Life and Life's long laboyr free i 
*^ Like leaves in Spring, the young are blown away, 
^' Without^ the sorrows of a slow decay; 
" I, like yon withered leaf, remain behind, 
" Nipt by the frost and shivering in the wind ; 
** There it abides tiH younger buds come on, 
** As I, now all my fellow-swains are gone ; 
*K Then, from the rising generation thrust, 
'' It falls, like me, unnoticed to the dust. 



^ A pauper who^ being nearly pest his labour, is en^loyed by 
dlifercat nasteii for a le»gth of tine, proportioned to their oicupar 
tiou. 
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'' These fruitfiil fields, these numerous flocks I see; 
** Are others' gain, but killing cares tp me f . 
*' To me the children of my youth are lords, 
" Cool in their looks, but hasty in their words : 
** Wants of their own demand their care ; and who 
*' Feels his own want and succours others too ? 
'' A lonely, wretched m?tn, in pain I go, . 
" None need my help and none relieve my wo ; ^ 
*' Then let my bones beneath the turf be laid, 
'* And men forget the wretch they would not aid." 

Thus groan the Old, till, by disease oppr.ess'd. 
They taste a final Wo and then they rest. 

Theirs is yon House that holds the Parish-Poor, 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken door; 
There, where the putrid vapours, flagging, play. 
And the dull wheel hums doleful through the^ay ;— « 
There Children dwell who know no Parents' care; 
Parents, who know no Children's love, dwell there! 
Heart-broken Matrons on their joyless bed, ' 
Fors&ken Wives, and Mothers never wed; 
Dejected Widows with unheeded tears. 
And crippled Age with more than childhood fears; 
The Lame, the Blind, and, far the happiest they ! 
The moping Idiot and the Madman gay. 

Here too the Sick their final doom receive, 
Here brought, amid the scenes of grief, to grieve, 
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Where the loud gcoans from some sad chamber flow, 
Mixt with the clamours of the crowd below ; 
Here sorrowing, they each kindred sorrow scan^ 
And the cold charities of man to man: 
Whose laws indeed fof min'd Age provide. 
And strong compulsion plucks the scrap from pride; 
But still that scrap is bought with many a sigh, 
And pride embitters what it can't deny. 

Say ye, opprest by some fantastic woes, 
Some jarring nerve that baffles your repose; 
Who press the downy couch, while slaves advance 
With timid eye, to read the distant glance; 
Who with sad prayers the weary doctor tease. 
To name the nameless ever«-new disease; 
Who with mock patience dire complaints endure, 
Which re&l pain and that alone can cure ; 
How would ye bear in real pain to lie, 
Bespis'd, neglected, left alone to die? 
How would ye bear to draw your latest bi^eath, 
Where aU that's wretched paves the way for death ? 

Such is lliat room which one rude beam divides, 
And naked rafters from the sloping sides ; 
Where the vile bands that bind the thatch are seen, 
And lath and mud are all that lie between ; 
Save one dull pane, that, coarsely patched, gives way 
To the rude tempest, yet excludes the day : 
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Here^ on a matted flook, with dust o'erspread. 
The drooping wretch reclines his languid head; 
l^or him no hand the cordial cup applies. 
Or wipes the tear that stagnates in his qres; 
No friends with soft discourse ids pain heguile. 
Or promise hope till sickness wears a smile. 
But soon a loud and hasty summons calls. 
Shakes the thin roof, * and echoes round the walls ; 
Anon, a Figure enters, quaintly neat. 
All pride and business, bustle and conceit; 
With looks unaltered .by these scenes of wo, 
**yV With speed that, etitering, speaks his haste to go. 
He bids the gazing throng around him fly. 
And carries Fate and Physic in his eye : 
. A potent. Quack, long vers'd in human ills. 
Who first insults the victim whom he kills ;' 
Whose murd'rous hand a drowsy Bench protect. 
And whose most tender mercy is neglect. * 

Paid by tb)e Parish for attendance here. 
He weat;s contempt upon his sapient sneer ; 
In haste he seeks the bed where Misery lies, 
Impatience maxk'd in his averted eyes i 
And,, some habitual (queries hurried o'er. 
Without r^ply, he rushes on the door: 
His drooping Patient, long inur'd to pain. 
And long unheeded, knows remonstrance vain ; 
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He d^ases now the feeble help to crave 
Of Man; and silent sinks into the grave^ 

But ere his death some pious doubts arise^ 
Some simple fears which '^ bold bad" men despise ; 
Fain would he ask the Parish-^Priest to prove 
His title certain to the Joys above : 
' For this he sends the murmuring Nurse, who calls 
The holy Stranger to these dismal walls : 
And doth not he, the pious man, appear, 
He, '' passing rich with forty pounds a year?'' 
Ah ! . no ; a Shepherd of a different stock. 
And far unlike him, feeds this little Flock : 
A jovial youth, who thinks his Sunday^s task. 
As much as God or Han can fairly ask ; 
The rest he gives to loves and labours light. 
To fields the morning $md to feasts the night { 
None better skillM the noisy^pack to guide, 
To urge their chace, to clieer thian or to chide; 
A sportsman keen, be shpots through half the day^ 
And> skilled at whist, devotes the.nigfat to jplay: 
Then, while such honours bloom around his head, 
.Shall he sit sadly by the Sick-Man's bed. 
To raise the hope he feels not, or with zeal 
To combat fears that e'en the pious feel t 
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Now once again the gloomy scene explore. 
Less gloomy now ; the bitter hour is o'er, 
The Man of many Sorrows sighs no more.-^ 
Up yonder hill, behold how sadly slow 
The bier moves winding from the vale below ; 
There lie the happy Dead from trouble free, 
And the glad Parish pays the frugal fee : 
No more, O Death! thy victim starts to* hear 
Churchwarden stem, or kingly Overseer; * 
No more the Farmer claims his humble bow. 
Thou ait his lord, the best of tyrants thou ! 

Now to the church behold the Mourners come, 
Sedately torpid and devoutly dumb; 
The Village-Children now their garnet suspend. 
To see the bier that bears their ancient friend : 
For he was one in all their idle sport. 
And like a monarch rul'd their little court ; 
The pliant bow he form'd, the flying ball^ 
The bat, the wicket, were his laljours all; 
Him now they follow to his grave, and stand 
Silent and sad, and gazing, hand in hand; 
While bending low, their eager eyes explore 
The mingled relicks of the Parish-Poor : 
The bell tolls late, the moping owl flies round. 
Fear marks the flight and magnifies the sound; 
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The busy Priest, detain'd by weightier care, 
Defers his duty till the day of prayer ; 
And, waiting long, the crowd retire distrest. 
To think a Poor-Man's bones should lie unblest* 



* Some apology is due for the insertion of a circumstance by no 
means common : That it has been a subject for complaint in any 
place, is a sufficient reas«n for its being reckoned among the evils 
which may happen to the Four, and which must happen to them ex- 
clusiyely ; nevertheless, it is just to remark, that such neglect is very 
rare in any part of the kingdom, and in many parts is totally un* 
luiown. 
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JN O longer truth, though shown in verse, disdain, 

But own the Village-Life a life of pain : 

I too must yield, thatqft amid these woes 

Are gleams of transient mirth and hours of sweet repose. 

Such as you find on yonder sportive Green, 

The 'Squire's tall gate and Churchway-walk between; 

Where loitering stray a little tribe of friends, 

On a fair Sunday when the sermon ends : 

Then Rural Beaux their best attire put on, 

To win their Njrmphs, as other Nymphs are won ; 

While those long wed go plain, and by degrees, 

Like other husbands, quit their care to please. 
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Some of the sermon talk, a sober crowd. 
And loudly praise, if it were preach'd aloud ; 
Some on the labours of the week look round, 
Feel their own worth, and think nheir toil renown'd ; 
While some, whose hopes to no renown extend, 
Are only pleas'd to find their labours end. 

Thus, as their hours glide on^ with pleasure fraughty 
Their careful Masters brood the'painful thought ; 
Much in their mind they murmur and lament. 
That one fair day should be so idly spent ; 
^ And think that Heaven deals hard, to tithe their store 
And tax their time for Preachers and the Poor. 

YetstiU, ye humbler friends, tojoy yotlr hour. 
This is your portion, yet unclaimed of power ; 
This is Heaven's gift to weary ttfen oppressed. 
And seems the type of their expected rest : 
But yours, alas ! are joys that soon decay ; 
Frail joys, begun and ended with the day; 
Or yet, while day permits those joys to reign, 
The Village vices drive them from the plain^ 

See the stout Churl, in drunken fury great^ 
Strike the bare bosom of his teeming Mate ! 
His naked vices, rude and unrefin'd, 
Exert their open empire o'er the mind 5 
But can we less the senseless^ rage despise, 
Because the sayage acts without disguise? 
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Yet here disguise, the City's vice, is seeri, 
And SlaiK}er steak along and taints the Green i 
At her approach domestic peace is gone^ 
Domestic hroils at her approach come on : 
She to the Wife the Husband's crime conveys, 
She tells the Husband when his Consort strays ; 
Her bu^y tongue, through all the little state, 
Diffuses doubt, suspicion, and debate ; 
Peace, tim'rous. goddess! quits h^r old domain^ 
In sentiment and song content to reign. 

Nor are the Nymphs that breathe the rural air 
So fair as Cynthia's, nor so chaste as f^r : 
These to the Town afford each fresher face, 
And the Clown's trull receives the Peer's embrace; 
From whom, should chance again convey her down^ 
The Peer's disease in turn attacks ^the Clown. 

/ Here too the ^Squire, or 'squire-like Farmer^ talk^ 
How round their regions nightly pilferers waik ; 
How from their ponds the fish are borne, and all 
The rip'ning treasures from their lofty wall ; 
How meaner rivals in their sports delight,' 
Just rich enough to -claim a doubtful right; 
Who take a licence round their fields to stray, 
A mongrel race ! the poachers of the day. 

And hark ! the riots of the Green begin, 
That sprang at first from yonder noisy Inn; 
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What time the weekly pay was vanished all, 
And the slow Hostess scor'd the threat'ning wall; 
What time they ask'd, their friendly feast to close, 
A final cup, and that will make them foes ; 
When hlows ensue that break the ami of toil, 
And rustic battle ends the boobies' broil. 

Save when to yonder Hall they bend their way, 
Where the grave Justice ends the grievous fray; 
He who recites, to keep the Poor in awe^ 
The Law's' vast volume— for he knows the Law :— 
To him with anger or with shame repair 
The injur'd Peasant and deluded Fair. 

Lo ! at his throne the silent Nymph appear^. 
Frail by her shape, but modest in her tears ; . 
And while she stands abash'd, with conscious eye, 
Some favourte Female of her Judge glides by, 
Who views with scornful glance the Strumpet's fate. 
And thanks the stars that made her Keeper great: 
Near her the Swain, about to bear for. life 
Ones certain evil, doubts 'twixt war and wife ; 
But, while the falt'ring Damsel takes her oath. 
Consents to wed, and so secures them both. 

Yet why, you ask, these humble crimes relate. 

Why make the Poor as guilty as the Great? 

To show the Great, those mightier sons of Pride, 

How near in vice the lowest are allied ; 
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Such are their natures and their passions such^ 
But these disguise too little, those too much : 
So shall the man of power and pleasure see 
In his own Slave as vile a wretch as he ; 
In his luxurious Lord the Servant find 
His own low pleasures and degenerate mind : 
And each in all the kindred vices trace, 
Of a poor, blind, bewilderM, erring race ; 
Who, a short time in varied fortune past, 
Die, and are equal in the dust at last. 
And you, ye Poor, who still lament your fate. 
Forbear to envy those you call the Great; 
And know, amid those blessings they possess, 
They are, .like you, the victims of distress ; 
While sloth with many a pang torments her slave> 
Fear waits on guilt, and danger shakes the brave. 

Oh ! if in life one noble Chief appears, 
Great in his name, while blooming in his years ; 
Born to enjoy whatever delights mankind. 
And yet to all you feel or fear resign'd; 
Who gave up joys and hopes to you unknown, 
For pains and dangers greater than your own : 
If such there be, then let your murmurs cease. 
Think, think of him, and take your tot in peace. 

And such there was : — Oh! grief, that,checks our pride, 
Weeping we say there was, — for Manners died : 
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Beloved of Heav'iiy these humble lines forgive^ 
That sing of Thee"*^, and thus aspire to live. 

As the tall oak^ whose vigorous branches form 
An ample shade and brave the wildest storm> 
High o'er the subject wood is seen to grow^ 
The guard and glory of the trees below; 
Till on its head the fiery bolt descoids. 
And o'er thei plain the shattered trunk extends ; 
Yet then it lies^ all wond'rous as before, 
And still the glory) though the guard no more : 

So THOU, when every virtue, every grace, 
Rose in thy soul, or shone within thy face ; 
When, though the Son of Gkanby^ Thou wertknowU 
Less by thy Father's glory than thy own ; 
When Honour lov'd and gave Thee every charcti^ 
Fire to thy eye and vigour to thy arm; 



* Lord RoBK&T Mamnirs, ih6 youngest son of the Marquis of 
Granby and the Lady Frances Scymonr, daughter of Charles Duke of 
Somerset, was born the 5ih of February, i7i8 ; and was placed with 
his brother, the late Duke of Rutland, lit Eton-School, where he ac- 
quired, and evet after retained^ a considerable knowledge of the clas- 
sical authors. 

Lord Robert, after going through the duties of his profession on 
board different ships, was made Captain of the Resolution, ai^d com- 
manded her in nine different actions, besides the last mamorable one 
On the 2d of April, 1782, when, in breaking the French Una of batUe, 
be received the wounds which termiiAted his life» in the 24th year of 
his age.— &« the Annual RegisUr, frinted/or Mr, Dadtley^ 
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Then from our lofty hopes 'and longing eyes, 
Fate and thy virtues call'd Thee to the Skies; 
Yet still we wonder af thy towering fame, 
And losing Thee, still dwell upon thy Name, 

Oh! ever honoured, ever valued! say. 
What verse can praise Thee, or what work repay f 
Yet verse (in all we can) thy worth repays. 
Nor trusts the tardy zeal of future days; — 
Honours for Thee thy country shall prepare, 
Thee in their hearts, the good, the hrave shall bear^ 
To deeds like thine shall noblest chiefs aspire, 
The Muse shall mourn Thee, and the world admire. 

In future times, when smit with Glory's charms, 
The untried Youth first quits a Father's arms : — 
" Oh ! be like him,'* the weeping Sire shall say ; 
" Like Manners walk, who walk'd in Honotbr's way ; 
^' In danger, foremost, yet in death sedate, 
" Oh! be like Him in all things, but his fate!'* 

If for that Fate such public tears be shed. 
That Victory seems to die now thou art dead; 
How shall a Friend his nearer hope resign^ 
That Friend a Brother, and whose soul was thine i 
By what bold lines shall we his grief express^ 
Or by what soothing numbers make^ it less i 

'Tis not, I know, the chiming of a songi 
Nor all the powers that to the Muse beloogi 
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Words aptly cull'd and meanings well expressed. 

Can calm the sorrows of a wounded breast ; 

But Virtue, soother of the fiercest paints, 

Shall heal that bosom, Rutland, where she reigns- 

Yet hard the task to heal the bleeding heart, 
To bid the still-recurring thoughts depart. 
Tame the fierce grief and stem the rising sigh, 
And curb rebellious passion, with reply ; 
Calmly to dwell on all that pleas'd before. 
And yet to know that all shall please no more; — 
Oh ! glorious labour of the soul, to save 
Her captive powers^, and bravely mourn the Brave. 

To such these thoughts will lasting comfort give- 
Life is not measur'd by the time we live ; 
Tis not an even course of tlireescore years, 
A life of narrow views and paltry fears. 
Grey-hairs and wrinkles and the cares they bring. 
That take from death the terrors or the sting ; 
But 'tis the genVous Spirit, mounting high 
Above the world, that native of the Sky ; 
The noble Spirit, that, in dangers brave, 
Calmly looks on, or looks beyond the grave:— 
Such Manners was, so he re^ign'd his breath. 
If in a glorious, then a timely death. 

Cease then that grief and let those tears subside; 
If Passion rule us, be that passion pride; 
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If Reason, Reason bids us strive to raise 
Our fallen hearts; and be like Him we praise ! 
Or if Affection still the soul subdue. 
Bring all his virtues, all his worth in view. 
And let Affection find its comfort too : 
For how can Grief so deeply wound the heart, 
When Admiration claims so large a part ? 
Grief is a foe, expel him then thy soul. 
Let nobler thoughts the nearer views controul ! 
Oh ! make the Age to come thy better care. 
See other Rutlands, other Granbys there ! 
And as thy thoughts through streaming ages glide. 
See other heroes die as Manners died: 
And from their fate, thy Race shall nobler grow. 
As trees shoot upwards that are prun'd below ; 
Or as Old Thames, borne down with decent pride, 
Sees his young streams run warbling at his side; 
Though some, by art cut off, no longer run. 
And some are lost beneath the summer's sun— - 
Yet the pure stream moves on, and as it moves 
Its power increases and its use improves ; 
While Plenty round its spacious waves bestow. 
Still it flows on^ and shall for ever flow. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

TUe VUhgt Register coruitiered, as containing principally the Annals of the 
Poor. — Slate of the Peasantry as meliorated by Frugality and Iruhisiry, 
^^The Cottage of an industrious Peasant ; its Ornaments.'-'PTinls and 
Books — The Garden ; its S attractions, — The State of the Poor, tvhen 
improvident and vicious, — Tlie Ron or Street, and its Inhabitants .^^The 
Dxvelling of One of these, — A Public House. ^-^Garden and its Appen- 
dages, — Gamesters ; rustic Sharpers, S^c, — Conclusion of the Introduc- 
tory Part. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Child of the Miller^s Daughter, and relation of her Misfortane.— 
A frugal Couple : their kind of Frugality.— Plea of the Mother of a 
natural Child : her Churching. — Large Family of Gerard Ablttt : 
his apprehensions : Comparison between bis State and that of the 
wealthy, Farmer his Master: his Consolation. — An Old Man's 
Anxiety for an Heir: the Jealousy of another on having many. — 
Characters of the Grocer Dawktm and his Friend : their different 
kinds of Disappointment — Three Infants named. -^ An Orphan 
Girl and Village School -mistress.— Gardener's Child : Pedantry and 
Conceit of the Father: his Botanical Discourse: Method of fixing 
the Embryo-fruit of Cucumbers. — Absurd effects of Rustic V%nity : 
observed in the names of their children.-— Relation of the Vestry 
Debate of a Foundling: Sir Biekard Monday, — Children of various 
Inhabitants. — The poor Farmer. — Children of a Profligate : his 
Character and Fate. — Conclusion. 
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^. 

Turn porro puer (at ssvis projectus ab irndis, 
Narita) nudut hmni jacet infant indigut omni 
Vitali auxilio,— — 

Vagitaque locum lugubri complete lit equum est, 
Cui tantum in vitft restat traitfire malorum. 

Liicret. de Nat. Renim, lib. 5. 

1 HE Year revolves, and I again explore 
The simple Annals of my Parish-Poor ; 
What Infant-members in my flock appear, 
What Pairs I bless'd in the departed year ; 
And who, of Old or Young, or Nymphs or Swains, 
Are lost to Life, its pleasures and its pains. 
No Muse I ask, before my view to bring 
The humble actions of the Swains I sing. — 
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How pass'd the Ycmthful, how the Old their days; . 
Who sank in sloth, and who aspir'd to praise ; 
Their temper§, manners, morals, customs, arts. 
What parts they had, and how they 'mploy'd their parts ; 
By what elated, sooth'd, seduc'd, depress'd, 
Full well I know — these Records give the-rest. 

Is ther,e a place, save one the Poet sees, 
A land of love, of liberty^ and ease ; 
Where labour wearies not nor cares suppress 
Th' eternal flow of rustic happiness ; 
Where no proud mansioo^rowns in awful state, 
Or keeps the sunshine from the cottage-gate ; 
• Where Young and Old, intent on pleasure, throng, 
And half man's life is holiday and song ? 
Vain search for scenes like these ! no view appears. 
By sighs unruffled or unstain'd by tears ; 
Since vice the world subdued and waters drown'd, 
Auburn and Edtn can no more be found. 

Hence good and evil mix'd, but Man has skill 
And power to part them, when he feels the will ! 
Toil, care, and patience bless th^ abstemious few, 
Fear, shame, and want the thoughtless herd pursue. 

Behold the Cot! where thrives th' industrious Swain, 
Source of hi§-pride, his pleasure and his gain ; 
Screened from the winter's wind, the sun's last ray 
Smiles on the window and prolongs the day; 
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Projecting thatch the woodbine's branches stop. 
And turn their blossoms to the casement's top : 
All lieed requires is in that Cot contain'd. 
And much that Taste untaught and unrestrain'd 
Surveys delighted ; there she loves to trace. 
In one gay picture, all the Royal Race ; 
Around the walls are Heroes, Lovers, Kings; 
The print th'kt shows them and the verse that sings. 

Here the last Lewis on his throne is seen, 
And there he stands imprison'd, and his Queen ; 
To these the Mother takes her Child, and shows 
What grateful duty to his God he owes; 
Who gives to him a happy home, where he 
Lives and enjoys his freedom with the free; 
When Kings and Queens, dethroned, insulted, tried, 
Are all these blessings of the Poor denied. 

There is King Charies, and all his Golden Rules, 
• Who prov'd Misfortune's was the best of schools : 
And there his Son, who, tried by years of pain, 
Prov'd that misfortunes may be sent in vain,^ 

The Magic-mill that grinds the gran'nams young. 
Close at the side of kind Godiva hung ; 
She, of her favourite place the pride and joy. 
Of charms at once most^lavish and most coy, 
By wanton act, the purest fame could raise, . 
And give the boldest deed the chastes.t praise. 
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Ther^ stands the stout^t Ox in England fed; 
There fights the boldest Jew^ Whitechapel-bred ; 
And here Saint Mondays worthy votaries live, 
In all the joys that ale and skittles give. 

Now lo ! in Egypt's coast that hostile fleets 
By nations dreaded and by Nelson beat ; 
And here shall soon another triumph come^ 
A deed of glory in a day of gloom ; 
Distressing glory! grievous boon of fate! 
The proudest conquest, at the dearest rate. 

On shelf of deal beside the cuckoo-clock. 
Of cottage-reading rests the chosen stock; 
Learning we lack| not books, but have a kind 
For all our wants, a meat for every mind : 
The Tale for wonder and the Joke for whim. 
The half-sung Sermon and the half-groan'd Hymn. 

No need of classing ; each within its place. 
The feeling finger in the dairik can trace; 
" First from the comer, farthest from the wall," 
Such all the rules and t;hey suffice for all. 

There pious works for Sunday's use are found ; 
Companions for that Bible newly bound ; 
That Bible, bought by sixpence weekly sav'd. 
Has choicest prints by famous hands engrav'd ; 
Has choicest notes by many a famous head, 
Such as to doubt, have rustic readers led; 
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Have made them stop to reason why? and how? 

And, where they once agreed, to cavil now. 

Oh ! rather give me commentators plain, ' 
Who with no deep researches vex the brain ; 
Who from the dark and doubtful love to run, 
And hold their glimmering tapers to the sun; 
Who simple truth with nine-fold reasons back^ 
And guard the point no enemies attack. 
Burtj/an*s fam'd Pilgrim rests that shelf upon, 

A genius rare but rude was honest John; 

Not one who, early by the Muse beguil'd, 

Drank from her well the waters undefil'd ; 

Not one who slpwly gain'd the hill sublime, 

Then often sipp'd and little at a time ; 

But one who dabbled in the sacred springs. 

And drank them muddy, mix'd with baser things. 
Here to interpret dreams we read the rules, 

Science our own! and nevex taught in schools; 

In moles and specks we Fortune's gifts discern. 

And Fate's fix'd will from Nature's wanderings learn. 
Of Hermit Quarle we read, in island rare. 

Far from mankind and seeming far from care; 

Safe from all want, and sound in every limb ; 

Yes ! there was he and there was care with him. 
Unbound and heap'd, these valued works beside^ 

Lay humbler works, the pedler's pack supplied ; 
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Yet these, long since, have all acquir'd a name! 
The Wmdering Jew has found his way to fame; 
And fame, denied to many a lahour'd song. 
Crowns Hiumb the great, and Hickerthrift the strong. 

There too is he, by wizard-power upheld. 
Jack, by whose arm the giant-brood were queQM: 
Hjis shoes of swiftness on his feet he placed; 
His coat of darkness on his loins he brac'd; 
His sword of sharpness in his hand he took, 
And off the heads of doughty giants stroke : 
Their glaring eyes beheld no mortal near ; 
No sound of feet alarm'd the drowsy ear ; 
No English blood their pagan sense could smell. 
But heads dropt headlong, wondering why they fell. 

These are the Peasant's joy, when, plac'd at ease. 
Half his delighted offspring mount his knees. 
/ To every cot the lord's indulgent mind ^ 
Has a small space for garden-ground assignM ; 
Here — till return of mom dismiss'd the farm— 
The careful Peasant plies the sinewy arm, 
Warm'd as he works, and casts his look around^ 
On every foot of that improving ground : 
It is his own' he sees ; his Master's eye 
Peers not abo^t, some secret fault to spy ; 
Nor voice severe is there, nor ceiisure known ; 
Hope, profit, pleasure, — they are all his own. 
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Here grow the humble does, and, hard by them, 
The leek with crown globose and reedy stem; 
High climb his pulse in many an even row, 
Deep strike the ponderous roots in. soil below; 
And herbs ojp potent smell and pungent taste. 
Give a warm relish to the night's repast. 
Apples and cherries grafted by his hand, 
And clustered nuts for neighbouring market stand. 

Nor thus concludes his labour; near the cot. 
The reed-fence rises round some fav'rite spot ; 
Where rich carnations, pinks with purple eyes, 
Proud hyacinths,, the least some florist's prize, 
Tulips tall-stemm'd and pounc'd auriculas rise. 
Here on a Sunday-eve, when service ends. 
Meet and rejoice a family of friends; ^ 

All speak aloud, are happy and are free. 
And glad they seem and gaily they agree. 

What, though fastidious ears may shun the speech. 
Where all are talkers and where none can teach ; 
Where still the welcome and the words are old. 
And the same stpries are for ever told ; 
Yet theirs is joy that, bursting from the heart, 
Prompts the glad tongue these nothings to impart ; 
Tliat forms these tones of gladness we despise, 
That lifts their steps, that sparkles in their eyes ; 
That talks, or laughs or runs or shouts or plays, 
And speaks in jdl their looks and all their ways. 
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Fair scenes of peace ! ye might detain us long^ 
But Vice and Misery now demand the song ; 
Arid turn our view from dwellings simply neat, 
To this infected Row, we term our Street. 

Here, in cabal, a disputatious crew 
Each evening meet ; the Sot, the Cheat, the Shrew : 
Riots are nightly heard : — ^the curse, the cries 
Of beaten Wife, perverse in her replies ; 
While, shrieking Children hold each threat'ning hand, 
And sometimes life, and sometimes food demand: 
Boys, in thejr Brst-stol'n rags, to swear begin, 
And Girls, who heed not dress, are skill'd in gin : 
Snarers and Smugglers here their gains divide; 
, Ensnaring females here their victims hide; 
And here is one, the Sybil of the Row, 
Who knows all secrets, or affects to know. 
Seeking their fate, to her the simple run. 
To her the guilty, theirs awhile to shun; 
Mistress of worthless arts, deprav'd in will. 
Her care unblest and unrepaid her skill, 
Slave to the tribe, to whose command she stoops^ 
And poorer than the poorest maid she dupes. 

Between the road-way and the walls, oifence 
Invades all eyes and strikes on every sense : 
There lie, obscene, at every open door, 
Heaps from the hearth and sweepings from the floor, 
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And day by day the mingled masses grow. 
As sinks are disembogued and kennels flow. 

There hungry dogs from hungry children steal. 
There pigs and chickens quarrel for a meal ; 
There dropsied infants wail without redress, 
And all is want and wo and wretchedness; 
Yet should these boys, with bodies bronz'd and bare, 
High-swoln and hard, outlive that lack of care — 
Forced on some farm, the unexerted strength, 
Though loth to action, is compelled at length. 
When warm'd by health, as serpents in the spring, 
Aside their slough of indolence they fling. . 

Yet, ere they go, a greater evil comes — 
See ! crowded beds iii those contiguous rooms ; 
Beds but ill parted, by a paltry screen 
Of paper' d lath or curtain dropt between ; 
Daughters and Sons to yon compartments creep, 
And Parents here beside their Children sleep : 
Ye who have power, these thoughtless people part, 
Nor let the ear be first to taint the heart. 

Come! search within, nor sight nor smell regard ; 
The true physician walks the foulest ward. 
See ! on the floor, what frowzy patches rest ! 
What nauseous Aragments on yon fractur'd chest! 
What downy-dust beneath yon window-seat! 
And round these posts that serve this bed for feet; 
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This bed where all those tatter'd garments lie, 
Worn by each sex, and now perforce thrown by ! 
See ! as we gaze, an Infant lifts its head, 
Left by neglect and burrow'd in that bed ; 
The Mother-gossip has the love suppressed ' 
An Infant's cry once wakenM in her breast ; 
And daily prattles, as her round she^akes, 
(With strong resentment) of the want she makes. 

Whence all these woes ? — From want of virtuous will, 
Of honest shame, of time-improving skill; 
From want of care t' employ the vacant hour. 
And want of ev'ry kind but want of power. 

Here are qo wheels for either wool or flax. 
But packs of cards — made up of sundry packs ; 
Here is no clock, nor will they turn the glass, 
And see how swift th' important moments pass ; 
Here are no books, but ballads on the wall. 
Are some abusive, and indecent all ; 
Pistols are here, unpair'd; with nets and hooks. 
Of every kind, for rivers, ponds, find brooks ; 
An ample flask that nightly rovers fill, 
With recent poison from the Dutchman's still ; 
A box of tools, with wires of various size. 
Frocks, wigs and hats, for night or day disguise, 
And bludgeons stout to gain or guard a prize. 

To every house belongs a space of ground, 
Of equal size, once fencM with paling round ; 
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That paling now by slothful waste destroy'd, 

Dead gorse and stumps of eldet fill the void ; 

Save in the centre-spot, whose walla of clay ^ ^ 

Hide sots and striplings at their drink or play : 

Within, a board, beneath a til'd retreat. 

Allures the bubble and maintains the cheat ; 

Where heavy ale in spots like varnish shows. 

Where chalky tallies yet remain in rows ; 

Black pipes and broken jugs the seats defile, 

The walls and windows, rhymes and reck'nings vile; 

Prints of the meanest kind disgrace the door, 

And cards, in curses torn, lie fragments on the* floor* 

Here his poor bird th' inhuman Cocker brings, 
Arms his hard heel and clips his golden wings; 
With spicy food th* impatient spirit feeds. 
And shouts and curses as tne battle bleeds. ' - 
Struck through the brain, deprived of both his eyes, 
The vanquished bird must combat till he dies; 
Must faintly peck at his victorious foe. 
And reel and stagger at each feeble blow: 
When fall'n, the savage grasps his dabbled pliimes. 
His blood-stainM anns, for other deaths assumes ; 
And damns the Craven^fowl, that lost his stake, 
And only bled and perishM for his sake. ^ 

Such are our Peasants, those to whom we yield 
Praise with relief, the fathers of the field ; 
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And these who take from our reluctant hands. 
What Burn advises or the Bench conunands. 

Our Farmers round, well pleas'd with constant gain. 
Like other farmers, flourish and complain.—* . 
These are our groups ; our Portraits next appear. 
And close our exhibition for the year. 



With evil omen, we that year begin : 
A Child of Shame,«^-stem Justice adds, of Sin, 
Is first recorded; — I would hide the deed. 
But vain the wish ; I sigh and I proceed : 
And could I well th* instructive truth convey, 
'Twould warn the giddy and awake the gay. 

Of all the Nymphs who. gave our Village grace^ 
The MUkr^s Daughter had the fairest face : 
Prpud was the Miller; money was his pride, 
He ro'de to market, as our farmers ride, 
And 'twas his boast, inspired by spirits, there, 
His favourite Loieit/ should be rith as fair ; 
But she must meek and still obedient prove, 
And not presume, without his leave, to love. 

A youthful Soafer heard him ;— ^' Hat" quoth. he, 
** This Miller's Maiden is a prize for me; . 
'^ Her chasms J love, his riches I desire, 
'' And aU his threats but fan the kindling fire ; 
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'^ My ebbing purse, no more the foe shall fill, 
" But Love's kind act and Lucy at the Mill/' 

Thus thought the Youth, and soon the chace began, 
Stretch'd all his sail, nor thought of pause or plan : 
His trusty staff in his bold hand he took. 
Like him and like his frigate, Heart of Oak ; 
Fresh were his features, his attire was new ; 
Clean was his linen and his jacket blue ; 
Of finest j€aft his trowsers, .tight and. trim, 
Brush'd tiie large buckle at the silver rim. 

He soon.tariv'd, be trac'd the Village-Green, 
There saw the Maid, and was with pleasure seen ; 
Then talked of .love^ till Z/«q^'& yielding heart 
Confessed 'twas painful, tbcAigh 'twas light to part. 

'< For ah !. mjy Father has a haughty soul,. . 
^^ Whom best he loves, he loves but to. control; • 
'^ Me to some churl in bargain he 'U>eonsign,: 
^^ And make some t3^aBt of the Parish mine: 
'^ Cold is his heart, and be with looks severe' ' 
^' Has often forced, but never shed the tear ; . 
'^ Save, when my Motherdied,: itome drops expressed 
** A kind of sorrow lor ^ Wife at'rest :— 
" To me a Master's stem r^avd is shown, 
'' I'm like his steed, pri^'d highly as his own; 
'* Strok'd but corrected, threatened, when supplied, 
'^ His slave and boast, his viotim and his pride/' 
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' Cheer up, my lass! FU to thy father, go, 
^ The Miller cannot be the Sailor's foe; 
' Both live by Heaven's free gale that plays aloud 
^ In the stretch'd canvass aud the piping shroud ; 
^ The rush of winds, the flapping sails above, 
' And rattling planks within, are sounds we love; 
' Calms are otir dread; when tempests plough the deep 
' We take a reef, and to the rocking sleep.' 

*' Ha !" quoth the Miller, mov*d at speech so rash, 
" Art thou like me? then where thy notes and cash? 
^' Away to Wapping, and a wife command, 
" With all thy wealth, a guinea, in thine hand; 
*' There with thy messmates quaff the muddy cheer, 
'' And leave my Lucy for thy betters here/' 

* Revenge! revenge!* the angry Lover cried, ' 
Then sought the Nymph, and ' Be thou now my bride.' 
Bride had she be^i, but they no priest could move 
To bind in law, the couplebound by love. 

What sought these Lovers then by day, by night? 
But stolen moments of disturb'd delight; 
Soft trembling tumults, terrors dearly priz'd. 
Transports that pain'd and joys th&t agoniz'd : ' 
T^ill, the fond Damsel, fdeas'd with Lad so trim, 
Aw'd by her Parent and entic'd by him, 
Her lovely form from savage power to save, 
Gave--*not her hand—but all she could, she gave. 
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Then came the day of shame^ the grievous nighty 
The varying look, the wandering appetite; 
llie joy assumed, while sorrow dimm'd the eyes. 
The fore'd sad smiles that followed sudden sighs; 
And every art, long us'd, but us'd in vain^ 
To hide thy progress, Nature, and thy pain; 

Too eager caution shows some danger's near, 
The bully's bluster proves the coward's fear ; ' 

His sober 8tq> the drunkard vainly tries, ' 
And n3rmphs expose the failings they disguise. 

First, whispering Gossips were in parties seen^ 
Then louder Scandal vraJk^d the Village-green $ 
Next babbling Folly told the growing ill^ 
And busy Malice dropp'd it at th^ MilL 

" Go ! to thy curse and mine," the Father said> 
'^ Strife and confusion stalk around thy bed ; 
'^ Want and a wailing brat thy portion be, 
'^ Plague to thy fondness, as thy fault to me;— 
*' Where skulks the villain ?" — ^ 

— * On th^ ocean wide 
' My WilUam seeks a portion for his bride.'— i> 

'* Vain be his search ! but, till the traitor come^ 
^* The higgler's cottage be thy future home; 
'' There with his andent shrew and care abide> 
** And hide thy head^-^thy shame thou canst not hide/' 
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D^y after day was pass'd in pains and grief^ 
Week foUow'd wedC|«*-and stiU was no relief: 
Her boy was boni<"-QO lads nor lasses came 
To grace the rite or give the child a name ; 
Nor grave conceited Nurse, of office proud. 
Bore the young Christian roaring through the crowd : 
In a small chaftiber was my office done, 
Where bliidcs through paper'd panes the setting sun; 
Where noisy sparrows, perch'd on penthouse near, 
Chirp tuneless joy and mock the frequent tear ; 
Bats oi^^tfaeir webby wings in darkness move. 
And feebly shriek their melancholy love. • 

No Sailor came; the months in terror fled ! 
Then news arriv'd— He fought, and he was DBAnf 

At the lone Cottage Lucy lives, and stiU 
Walks for her weekly pittance to the Mill; 
A mean seraglio tbere her father keeps. 
Whose lliirth insults her, as; she stands and weeps ; 
And sees the plenty, while compell'd to stdy^- 
Her Father's pride, become his harlot's prey. 

Throughout the lanes she glides, at evening's close. 
And softly lulls her infant to repose ; 
Then sits and gazes, but with viewless look. 
As gilds the moon the rippling of the brook; 
And sings her vespers, but in voice so low. 
She hears their murmurs as the waters flow : 
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And she too murmurs aad begins to fitid 
The solemn wanderings of a wounded mind ; 
Visions of terror, views of wo succeed. 
The mind's impatience to the body's need; 
By turns to that, by turns ^ this a prey. 
She knows what reason yidkls and dreads what madness 
may. 

Next, with their Boy, a decent Couple came. 
And call'd hi^ Robert, 'twas his Father's name; 
Three Girls preceded, all by time endear'd. 
And future births were i^either hop'd nor fear'd : 
Blest in each other, but to no excess; 
Healthy quiet, comfort, form'd their happiness $ 
Love all made up of torture and delight. 
Was but mere madness in this couple's sig^t; 
Susan qould think, though not without a ngb, 
If she were gone, who diould her place supply; 
And Robert, half u^.f^i^n^t, half in jest. 
Talk of her Spouse when he should he at r^st ; 
Yet ^tarange would either think it to he told. 
Their love was cooling or their he^s were cokl* 
Few were.tb^r acres, — but, with these content. 
They were, each payday, ready with their rent ; 
And few their wishes — what their farm denied. 
The neighbouriRg town, at trifling cost, supplied* 
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If at the Draper's winidow Susem cast 
A longing look^ as with h^ goods she passM, 
Andy with the produce of the wheel and churn^ 
Bought her a Sunday-robe on her return ; 
True to her maxim, she would take no rest/ 
Till care repaid that portion to the chest 2 
Or if, when loitering at the Whitsun-fair, 
Her Robert spent some idle shillings there ; 
Up at the' barn, before the break of day, 
He made his labour for tfa' indulgence piy : 
Thus both— ^that waste itself might work in vain- 
Wrought double tides,- and alt was well again.' 

Yet, though so prudent, th^e were tunes of joy, 
(The day they ited, the christening of the l?oy,) 
When to the wealthier farmeris there was shown, 
Welcome unfeign'd, and plenty like their own ; 
For Susan served the great, and had Bome ftidef 
Among our topmost people to preside: 
Yet in that plenty, in that welcome free. 
There was the guiding nice frugality, 
That, in the festal as the frugal day. 
Has, in a differoatmode, a sovereign sway; 
As tides the same attractive influence know, 
In the least ebb and in their proudest flow; 
The wise frugality, that does not give 
A life to saving; but that saves to live } 
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Sparing not pin<phiDgy mindful though not mean, 
O'er all presiding, yet in nothing seen. 

Recorded next, a Babe of Love I traoe I 
Of many loves, the Moither's fresh disgrace ;— 

" Again, thou harlot ! conld not all thy pain, 
'' All my reproof, thy wanton thoughts restrain i** 

* Alas! your l^everence, wanton thoughts, I grant, 
' Were once n>y motive^ now the tfapughts of want; 
' Women like i?ie, as ducks in a decoy, 
f Swim down a stream and ^eem jto siyim in jgy ; 
^ Your se^ pursue us, and oi^r own disdaip, 
^ Return }» dreadful anil escape is vain. 
' Would n^en forsake u^, and would women strive 
* To help the fall'n, their virtue might revive.* 

For rite of churching SQpn she made her way, 
In dread of scandal, should she miss the day :?— 
Two Matrons came ! with them she humbly knelt. 
Their action copied and their comforts felt, 
From that great pain and peril to be free. 
Though still in peril of that pain to be; 
Alas! . what numbers, like this amorous Dame, 
Are quick to censure but are dead to. shame! 

Twin*Infants then appear, a Girl, a Boy, 
Th' o'erflowing c^p of Gerard Jbktfs joy: 
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One had I nam'd in every year that pass'd 

Since Gerard wed ! and twins behold at last! 

Well pleas'd, the Bridegroom smil'd to he^ — ^' A vine 

** Fruitful and spreading round the walls be thine^ 

*' And branch-like be thine offspring !" — Gerard then 

LookM joyful love, and softly said, * Amen/ 

Now of that vine he*d have no more increasej^ 

Those playful branches now disturb his peace : 

Them he beholds around his table spread. 

But finds, the more the branch, the less the bread; 

And while they run his humble wlllls about, 

They keep the sun-shine of good-humour opt. 

Cease, man, to grieve! thy Master*s lot survey, 
Whom Wife and Children, thou and thine obey ;' 
A farmer proud, beyond a farmer's pride. 
Of all around the envy or the guide ; 
Who trots to market on a steed so fine, 
That whai I meet him, Pm asham'd of mine; 
Whose board is high up-heapM with generous fare. 
Which five stout sons and three tall daughters share : 
Cease, man, to grieve, and listen to his care. ' 

A few years Aed, and all thy boys ihall be 
Lords of a cot> atid labourers likfe Aee : 
Thy girl^ unportion'd neighb'ring youths shall lead. 
Brides from my chUrch, and thencelbrth thou iit freed: 
But then thy Mti.ster shall of cares Complain, 
Care after care, a long connected train ; 
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His sons for farms shall ask a large supply^ 
For fiurmers' sons each gentle miss shall sigh ; 
Thy Mistress, reasoning well of life's decay, 
Shall ask a chaise and hardly brook delay; 
The smart young Cornet who, with so much grace, 
Rode in the ranks and betted at the race, 
While the vex'd parent rails at deed so rash. 
Shall d — n his luck^ and stretch his hand for cash. 
JSad troubles, Gerard! now pertain to thee, 
When thy rich Master seems from trouble free ; 
But 'tis one fate at different times assigned. 
And thou shalt lose the cares that be must find. 

" Ah !" quoth our village Grocer, rich and old, 
^' Would I might one such cause for care behold !" 
To whom his Friend, ^ Mine greater bliss would be, 
^ Would Heav'n take those my spouse assigns tome.' 

Aged were both, that Dawkinsj Diichem this, 
Who much of marriage thought, and much amiss ; 
Both would delay, the one, till— riches gsdn'd, 
The Son he wish'd might be to honour train'd ; 
His Friend-— lest fierce intruding heirs should come, 
To waste his hoard and vex his quiet home. 

Dawldns, a dealer once, on burthea'd back 
Bore his whole substance in a pedler's pack ; 
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To dames discreet, the duties yet unpaid, 
His stores of lace and hyson he conyey'd : 
When thus enrich'd, he cho^e at home to stop. 
And fleece liis neighbours in a new-built shop ; 
Thep woo'd a Spinster blithe, and hop*d, when wed. 
For love's fair favburs and a fruitful bed. 

Not so his Friend ;— on Widow feir and staid 
He fix'd his eye, but he was much afraid ; 
Yet woo'd ; while she his hair of silyer hue 
Demurely notic'4 aqd \\^r eye withdrew ; 
Doubtful be.p^us'd— " Ah ! were I sure," he cripd, 
" No Graying children would my gains divide; 
" Fair as sh^ is, I woiild my Widow takcj^ 
^' Aqd liye wore largely for my Partner^* sake.'^ 

With such thpir vi^ws ^ome thoughtful yet^s they 

, ppss'fl, 
And hoping, dreading, they were bound at last. 
And what their fate ? Observe them as they go, 
Comparing fear with fear and wo with wo. 
** Humphrey !" said Dawkins, " envy in my breast 
*' Sickei?^ Ito se§.th^ in thy children blest ; ., 
" They arq thy joys, while I go grieving home, 
'^ To a sad Spoui^e, and oui; eferual gloom : . 
** We look despopdepcy ; no infant near^ 
" To bless ^l^p eye or win the parent's eat; 
** Our sudden heats and quarrels to allay, 
^^ And soothe the petty sufferings of the day; 
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** Alijce our want, yet both ibe want reprove; 

*' Where are, I cry, these pledges of pur love? 

*' When she, like Jacob's wife, makes fierce reply, 

" Yet fopd — ^Oh ! give me childr^, or I die: 

^' And 1 return — still childless doomed to live, 

*' Like the vex'd Patria^rch— Are they mine to give! 

" Ah! much I envy thee thy boys, who ride 

^' On poplar branch and canter at thy side; 

'^ And girls, who^e cheeks thy chin's gerce fondness know, 

^^ And with fresh beauty at the contact glow/' 

' Oh! simple friend,' said Dt^rAem, ' wouldst thou gaiq 
' A father's pleasure, by a husband's pain ? 

* Alas ! what pleasure<-when some vigorous boy 

^ Should swell thy pride, some rosy girl thy joy ; 
^ Is it to doubt, who grafted this sweet flower, 
^ Or whfsnce arose that spirit and that power i , 

' Four years I've wed; not one has pass'd in vain : 
^ Behold the fif(h I behold, a babe again ! 
< My Wife's gay friends th* unwelcome imp admire, 
^ And fill th6 room with gratulation dire : 

* While I in silence sate, revolving all 

^ That influence ancient men, or that befall ; 

^ A gay pert guest — HeaVn knows his business— came; 

^ A glorious boy, he cried, and what the namef 

^ Angry I growl'd,-— M y spirit cease to teaze, 

^ Nfime it younfelves^-^Cim^ Jfid(i^, if yon please; 
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' His father's give him,— H»hould you th«t explore, 

* The devil's or your's : — I said, and sought the door. 

* My tender Partner not a word or sigh 

* Gives to my wrath, nor to my speech reply ; * 

* But takes her comforts, triumphs in my pain, 
' And looks undaunted for a hirth again.' 

Heirs thus denied afflict the pining heart. 
And thus afforded, jealous pangs impart ; 
Let, therefore, none avoid, and none demand 
These arrows number'd for the giant's hand. 

J Then with their Infants three, the Parents came, 
And each assign'd — 'twas all they had — a name ^ 
Names of no mark or price ! of them not one 
Shall court our view on the sepulchral stone. 
Or stop the Clerk, th' engraven scrdlls to spell. 
Or keep the Sexton from the sermon bell. 

« 
An Orphan*6irl succeeds: ere she waa bora. 

Her Father died, her Mother on that mora: 

The pious Mistress Of the school sustains 

Her Parents' part, nor their affection feigns, 

Bot pitying feels : with due respect and joy, 

I trace tha matron, at her lov'd employ ; 

What time the striplings, wearied «'en with play. 

Part at the closing of the smama^'s day. 

And each by different path returas the vrell-known way- 
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Then I behold her at her cottage-door, 

Frugal of light;— her Bible laid before; 

"When on her double duty she proceeds, 

Of time as frugal — knitting as she reads : ^ 

Her idle neighbours, who approach to tell 

Sopie trifling tale, her serious looks compel 

To hear reluctant, — ^while the lads who pass, 

In pure respect, walk silent on the grass : 

Then sinks the day, but not to rest she goes, 

Till solemn prayers the daily duties close. 

But I digress, and lo! an Infant train 
Appear, and call me to my task again. 

" Why Lbnicera wilt thou name thy child ?" 
I ask'd the Gardener^s Wife, in accents mild : 
' We haVe a right,' replied the sturdy dame;— - 
And Lonicera was the infant's name. 
If next a son shall yield our Gardener joy. 
Then Hyadnthus shall be that fair boy; 
And if a'.girl, they will at length agree. 
That fif7/a(&>;7ita that fair maid shall be. 

High-sounding words our worthy Gardener gets, 
And at his club to wondering swains repeats ; 

tie then of Rhus and Wwdodendrtn speaks, 

ft 

And Allium calls his onions and his leeks ; 
Nor weeds are now, for whence arose the weed, 
Scarce plants, fairlierbs, and curious flowers proceed ; 
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Where Cuckoo^nts and Dandelions sprung, 
(Gross names had tjiey our plainer sires ainong,) 
, There Arums, there Leontodom we view, 
And Artemisia grows, where Wormwood grew. 

But though no weed exists his garden round, 
^xovcL^Rumex strong our Gardener frees his ground| 
Takes soft Serndo from the yielding land. 
And grasps the arm'd Urtica ip his hand^ 

Not Dabwin'^ self had more dehght to sing 
Of floral courtship, in th'awaken'd Spring, 
Than Peter Pratt, who simpering loves to tell^ 
How rise the Stftrfieps, as the Pistik swell ; 
How bend and curl the moist-top to the spouse, 
And give and take the vegetable vows ; 
How thos^ esteem'd of old but tips and chives. 
Are tender husbands and obediept wives; 
Who live and love lyi^hin the sacred bower,— r 
That bridal bed, the vulgar term ^ flowa:. 

Hear Peter proudly, to some humble friend^ 
A wondrous secret, ip his science> lend :; — 
" Would you advance the nuptial )io^r, and bring 
^' Thie fruit of Autumn with the flowers of Spring ; 
" View that light frame where Cucumis lies spread, 
" And trace the husbands in their golden bed, 
" Three powder'd Anthers; — then no more delay, 
5' But to th^ St^ma^s tip their dust convey ; 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



*AKT 1.3 THE PARIsfa RE&ls'rtil. 61 

** Then by thyself, from prying glance secure, 

'* Twirl the fall tip and make y^nr piir^ose sure; 

*' A long-abiding race the deed bhall pay, 

*' Nor one unblest abortion pinfc away." 

T' admire their friend's discourse our swains agree, 

And call it science and philosolphy. 

*Tis good, 'tis pleasant, through th' advancing year, 
*ro see uniiumber'd growing fcrais appear; 
What leafy-life from Earth's broad bosbin rise ! 
What insect-myriads seek the summer skies ! 
What scaly tribes in ^very streamlet move ! 
What plupiy people sing in'every grove! 
All with the year awak'd, to life, delight, and love. 
Then names are good; for how, without their aid, 
. Is knowledge, gain'd by man, to man convey'd ? 
But from that source shall all our pleasures flow f 
Shall all our knowledge be those names to know ? 
Then He, with itiemory blest, shall bear away 
The palm from Grew, arid Middli^ton, arid Ray : 
No! let us rather seek, ifl grove arid field, 
What food for wonder, ilrhat for use they yield ; 
Some just remark from Nature's people bring. 
And some new source of homage for her King. 

. Pride lives with all; strange names our rustics give 
To helpless infants, that their own may live ; 
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Pleas'd to be known, they 'U some attention claim^ 
And find some by-way to. the house of fune. 

The straightest fnrrcw lifts the ploughman's act. 
The hat he gain'd has vannth f<»r head and hefurt ; 
The bowl that beats the greater number down 
Of tottering nine-pins^ j^ives to fame the clown ; 
Or, foird in these, he opes his ample jaws, 
And lets a frog leap do^n^ to gain applause ; 
Or grins for hours, or tipples for a week. 
Or challenges a well-pinchM pig to squeak : 
Some idle deed, some child's preposterous name. 
Shall make him known and give his folly fame. 

To name an infant, meet our village-sires, 
Assembled all, -as such evait requires ; 
Frequent ^d full, the rural sages sate. 
And speakers many urgM the long debate,— 
Some hardened knaves, who rovM the country round, 
Had left a babe within the parish-bound. — * 

First, of the fact they question'd,— " Was it true ?" 
The Child was brought—** What then remained to do ?* 
'* Was H dead or living?" This was fairly proved,—- 
TTwas pinch*d, it roar'd, and every doubt remov'd. 
Then by what name th' unwelcome guest to call, 
Was long a question, and it pos'd them all ; 
For he who lent it to a babe unknown. 
Censorious men might take it for his own : 
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They look'd about» diey gravely spoke to all> 

And not one Richard answered to the call/ 

Next they inquired the day, when, passing by^ 

Th' unlucky peasant heard the stranger's cry : 

This known,-i-4iow food and raiment they might give. 

Was next .d^bated-^for the rogue would live; 

At last, with all (beir words and w<»rk contient. 

Back to tibeir h6mes the {urudent Vestry went, 

And Richard Monday to the Workhouse sent. 

There was he pinched and pitied, thump'd and fed. 

And duly took his beatings and his bsead; 

Patient in all eontrol, in all abus^ 

He found contempt imd kicking have their use : 

Sad, silent, supple; bending to the blow, , 

A slave of slaves, the lowest of the low ; 

His pliant soul gave way to all things base. 

He koe^Y no shame, he dreaded no disgrace* 

It seem'd, so well bis passions be suppressed, 

No. feding stirred his ever-'torpid breast ; 

Him might l^e meanest paup^ bruise and cheat, 

He was a footstool for the beggar's feet; 

His were the legs that ran at all commands; 

They us*d on all occasions Richard's hands; 

His very soul was not his own; he stole 

As others ordered, and without a dole; 

In all disputes, on either part he lied. 

And freely pledged his oath dn either side ; 
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In all rebelliong Richard joined the rest. 

In all detections Rkkard first confess'd : 

Yet, though disgraced, be watch'd his time so well/ 

He rose in favour, when in fame he fell J 

Base was his usage, vile his whole employ. 

And all despis'd and fed the pliant boy. 

At length, *^ 'tis time he should abroad be sent,*' 

Was whisper'd near h]m,«--^d abroad he went) 

On^ mom th^y calFd him, Richard answered not; 

They deem*d him hangbg and in time forgot, 

Yet miss'd him long, as each, throughout the clany 

Fdiind he '' hikl better i^par'd a better man/' 

Now Richard^^ talents for the world Were fit,- 
He'd no small cunning and had. some small wit ; 
Had that cahn look which seem'd to all assmt, 
And that complacent speech whidi nothing meant: 
He M but one care, and that he strove to hide^ 
How best for Richard Monday to provide^ 
Steel, through opposing plated, the magiiet dratrs 
And steely atoms culls from du6t and straws ; 
And thus,o^r hero, to his interest true^ 
Gold through all bars and from each trifle drew; 
But still more surely round the world to go, 
This fortune's child had neither friend nor foe. 

Long lost to us, at last our man we trace,— ^ 
Sir Richard Monday died at Mmdaj/^ptacc s 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



i>ART I.] tHE PABISH REOISTEB. 65 

His Lady's worth, bis Daughter's we peruse^ 

And find his Grandsons all as rich as Jews :' 

He gave reforming charities a sum> ' 

And bought the blessings of the blind and dumb ; 

Bequeathed to missions money from the stocks, 

And bibles issued from his private box ; 

But to his native place severely just^ 

He left a pittance bound in rigid trust ;-^ 

Two paltry pounds, on every quarterns-day, 

(At church produced) for forty loaveB should pay ; 

A stinted gift, t^t to. the parish shpws, 

He kept in mind their bounty and their blows ! 

To farmers three, the year has giv^n a soh^ 
Finch on the Moor, and French, and MiddltUm. 
Twice in this year a female Giles I see, 
A Spalding once, and once a Bqmaby :<-^ 
A humble mau is he, and, when they nieet^ 
Our farmers find him on a distant s^t ; 
There for their wit be serves a constant theme,-* . 
'^ They praise his dairy, they extol his team, 
^* They ask the price of each unrivall'd steed^ 
*^ And whence his sheep, that admirable breed i . 
^^ His thriving arts Uiey beg he would explain, 
*^ And where he puts the m<Hiey he must gain* 
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" They have their daughters^ but they fear their friend 
" Would think hi8 sons^ too much would condescend ;-*- 
*' They have their sons who would their fortunes try, 
^' But fear his daughters will their suit deny.*' 
So runs the joke, while James, with sigh profonnd. 
And face of care, looks moveless on the ground j 
His cares, his sighs, provoke the insult more. 
And point'the jest— for Barnab^ is poor. 

Last in my list, five untaught lads appear \ 
Their father dead, compassion sent them here, — ^ 
For still that rustic infidel denied 
To have their names with solemn rite applied : 
His, a lone house, by Deadraan's Dyke-way stood ; 
And his, a nightly haunt, in Lonely-wood : 
Each village inn has heard the ruffian boast. 
That he believed * in neither God nor ghost ; 
' That, when the sod upon the sinner pressed, 

* He, like the saint, had everlasting rest ; 

' That never priest believM his doctrines true, 

* But would, for profit, own himself a Jew, 

* Or worship wood and stone, as honest heathen do; 

* That fools alone on future worlds rely, 

* And all who die for faith, deserve to die/ 

These maxims^ — ^part th* Attorney's Clerk profess'd. 
His own transcendent genius found the rest. 
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Our piouft matrons beard, and, much ama^d^ 
Gaz'd on tbe mstQ, aad trembled as they gaaefd^ 
And now his face ^plor^d and now hid feel^ 
Man's dreaded foe, in this bad man, to meet; 
But him our drunkards as their champion rais'd, 
Their bishop call'd, and as their hero prais'd ; 
Though most, when sober, and the rest, when sidlk, 
Had little question whence his bishoprick. 

But he, triumphant spirit! all things dar'd, 
He poach'd the wood and on the warren snar'd; 
'Twas his, at cards, each novice to trepan. 
And call the wants of , rogues the rights of man ; 
Wild as the winds, he let his offspring rove. 
And deem'd the marriage-bond the bane of loye. 

What age and sickness, for a man so bold. 
Had done, we know not; — ^none beheld him old : 
By night, as business urg'd, he sought the wood, — 
The ditch was deep, — the rdn had caused a flood, — 
The foot-bridge fail'd, — ^he plunged beneath the deep, . 
And slept, if tnith were his, th' eternal sleep. 

These have we namM; on life's rough sea they sail. 
With many a prosperous, many an adverse gale! 
Where passion soon, like powerful winds, wiU rag^ 
And prudence, wearied, with their strength engage: 
Then each, in aid, shall i^ome companion ask, 
For help or'comforl: in the tedious task ; 
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And what ihat help— ^what joys from anion flow. 
What good or iB, we next prepare to show; 
And row^ meantime, our weary bark ashore. 
As Spenser his — ^but not with Spenser^s oar.^ 



* Allusions of this kind are to be found in the Fairy-Queeiu See 
the end of the first book, and other places. 
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Habere si quli voles, quamvis properabitis aiiiho^ 
Differ ; babent parvas copunoda magna mortt. 

Oyid. Fast Ub. 3. 

DiSPOS'D jto wed, e'en while yoii hastoi, stay; 
There 's gireal; advantage in a small delay : 
Thus Ovid sang^ and much the wise approve 
This prudent maxim of the Priest of Love : / 
If poor, delay for fixture want prepares. 
And eases humble life of half its cares ; 
If rich, delay shall brace the thoughtful mind, 
V endure the ills that e'en the happiest find : 
Delay shall knowledge yidd on either part. 
And show the value of the vanquished heart; 
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The humours, passions, merits, failings prpve,' 
And gently raise the veil that's worn by Love ; 
Love, that impatient guide !---too proud to think 
Of vulgar wants, of clothing, meat and drink. 
Urges our amorous swains their joys to seize. 
And then, at rag§ apd hunger frightenM, flees ; 
Yet not too long in cold debate remain, 
Till age refrain hot — ^but if old, refrain. 

By no such rule, woujd Gaffer Kirk be tried j 
First in the year he led a blooming bride, 
And stood a withered elder at her side. 
Oh! Nathan! Nathan! at thy years, ttep^n'd, 
To take a wanton harlot by the hand ! 
Thou, ^hp Y^ei;t ys'd so tartly to express 
Thy sense of matrimonial happiness, - 

Till every youth, whose bans at church were readj, 
Strove not to meet, or meeting, hung his head ; 
And every lass forbore at thee to look, 
A sly old fish, too cunning for the hodk ;-^ 
And now at sixty^ that pert dame tq see. 
Of all thy savings mistress, and of thee ; 
Now will the lads, rememVring itisults past, 
Cry, ** What, the wise-one in; the trap at lastf* 

Fie! Nathan! fie! to let an artful jad^ 
The close recesses of thy heart invade ; 
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What grievous pangs ! what suffering she '11 impart, 
And fill with anguish that rebellious heart ; 
For thou wilt strive incessakitly, in vain^ 
By threatening speech, thy fitedom to regain : 
But she for conquest married, nor will prove 
A dupe to thee, thine anger, or thy love; 
Clamorous h«r tongue will be; — of either sex, 
She'll gather friend^ around thee and perplex 
Thy doubtful soul ;— thy money she will waste, 
In the vain ramblings of a vulgar taste ; 
And will be Kappy to exert her power. 
In every eye, in thine, at every hour. 

Then wilt thou bluster—'^ No ! I will not rest, 
** And see consum'd each shilling of my chest:*' 
Thou wilt be valiant,—" When thy cousins call, 
^' I will abuse and shut my dopr on all :" 
Thou wilt be cruel !~" What the law allows, 
*' That be thy portion, my ungrateful spouse ! 
f* Nor other shillings shalt thou then receive, 

*' And when I die" *' What! may I this believe? 

" Are these l^e tender tears ? and does my KiUj/ grieve? 
'' Ah! crij% vixen, thine old-man has fears; 
" But weep no more ! Fm melted by thy tears ; 
'* Spare but my money ; thou shalt rule me still, 
^' And see thy cousins— there ! I bum the will."— 
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Thus, with example sad, our year began, 
A wanton vixen and a weary man ; 
'* But had this tale in other guise been tpld," 
Young let the lover be, the lady old. 
And that disparity of years shall prove 
No bane of peace, althougli $ome bar to love : 
'Tis not the worst, our nuptial ties among. 
That joins the ancient bride and bridegroom young ;— 
Young wives, like changing win^s, their power display. 
By shifting points and varying day by day ; 
Now zephyrs mild, now whirlwind^ in their force. 
They sometimes speed, but often thwart our course; 
And much experiencM should that pilot be. 
Who sails with them on life's tempestuous sea^ 
But like a trade-wind is the ancient dame. 
Mild to your wish and every day the same; 
Steady as time, no sudden squalU you fear. 
But set full-sail and with assurance steer ; 
Till every danger in your way be past. 
And then she gently, nrildly breathes her last ; 
Rich you arrive, in port awhile remain, 
And for a second venture sail again* 

For this, blithe Donald southward made his way, 
And left the lasses on the banksf of 7a^/ 
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Him to a neigUbouring garden fortune sent, 

Whom we beheld, aspiringly content : 

Patient and mild he sought the dame to please, 

Who rul'd the kitchen and who bore the keys. 

Fair Lucy fir$t, the laundry's grace and pride, 

With smiles and gracious looks, bar fortune tried ; 

But all in vain she prais'd his " pawky eyne,'' 

Where never fondness was for Luci/ seen: 

Him the mild Sman^ boast of dairies, lov'd. 

And found him civil, cautious, and unmov'd : 

I 
Prom many a fragrant simple, Caiharin^s skill 

Drew oil and essence from the boiling still ; 

But not her warmth, nor all her winning ways, 

From hid cool phlegm could Donald's spirit raise : 

Of beauty heedless, with the mercy mute, ' 

To Mistress Dobson he preferred his suit ; 

There prov'd his service, there addressM his vows, 

And saw her mistress^ — friend,— protectress,— spouse; 

A butler now, he thanks his powerfrd bride. 

And, like her keys, keeps constant at her side. 

Next at our altar stood a luckless pair. 
Brought by strong passions and a warrant there; 
By long 2^»it doak, hung loosely, strove the bride. 
From ey'iy eje, what all perceiv'd, to hide. 
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While the boy-bridegroom, shuffling la hi^ pnoe, . 

Now hid awhile and then ^expos'd his fticc! ; 

As shame alternately with anger strove, 

The brain Gonfus'd with muddy ale to mote : 

Ii^ bastQ apd stammering he perform'd his part, ' 

And lookM the rage that rankled in his heart; 

(So will each lover inly curse his fate, 

Too soon made happy and made wise too late :) 

I saw his features take, a savage glopm^ 

And-deeply threaten for the days to come. 

Low spake the lass, and lisp'd and minc'd the while, 

liOok'd on the lad and faintly tried to smile ; 

With softetf d speech and humbled tone she strove 

To stir the embers of departed love : 

While he, a tyrant, frowning walked before. 

Felt the poor purse and sought the public door,. 

She sadly following in submission went. 

And saw the final shilling foully spent; 

Then to her father's hut the pair withdrew^ 

And bade to love and comfqrt long adieu { 

Ah! fly temptation, youth, refrain! refrain! , 
I preach for ever; but I preach in vain ! 

Tvfo summiers smce, I saw, at Lammas Fair, 
The sweetest flower that ever blossom'd there^ 
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When Phcebe Dawson gaily crossM the Oreen, 

In haste to see and happy to be seen : 

Her air, her manners, all who saw, adnlir'd ; ' > 

Courteous though coy, and gentle though xetir'd ; 

The joy of youth and health her eyes display'd^ 

And ease of heart her every bok conveyed ; 

A native skill h^r simple robes express' d^ 

As with unttttor'd elegance she dress'd i 

The lads around admir'd so fair a sight, 

And Phoebe felt, and felt she gave, delight. 

Admirers soon of every age ste gain'd. 

Her beauty won them and her worth retained; 

Envy itself could no contempt display,. 

They wishM her well, whom yet they wished away. 

Correct in thought, she judged a servant's place 

Preserv'd a rustic beauty from disgrace 5 

But yet on JJunday-ev^ in freedom's hoiir^ * 

With secret joy she felt that beauty's power. 

When some proud bliss upon the hpart would steal, . 

That, poor or rich, a beauty still must feel.~ 

At length) the youth, ordain'd to move her breast, 
Before the swains with bolder spirit press'd ; 
With looks less timid made his passion known, 
And pleas'd by manners, most unlike her own; 
Loud though in love, and confident though young '/ 
Fierce in his air and voluble of tongue 5 
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By trade a tailor, though, in scorn of trade, 
He served the 'Squire, and brushed the 'coat he made : 
Yet now, would Phxebe her consent afford, 
Her slave alone, again he 'd mount the board; 
With her should years of growing love be spent. 
And growing wealth :-^he sigh'd and look'd consent. 
Now, through the lane, up hill, and 'c^osb the green, 
(Seen by but few, and blushing to be seen— 
l)ejected, thoughtful, anxious, aiid afraid,) 
Led by the lover, walk'd the silent maid : 
Slow through the meadows rov'd'thcy, many a mile 
Toy'd by each bank and trifled at each stile ; 
Where, as he painted every blissful view, 
And highly colour'd what he strongly drew. 
The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears, 
Dimm'd the false prospect with prophetic tears.— 
Thus pass'd th' allotted hours, till lingering^Jate, 
The lover loiter'd at the master's gate ; ^ 

There he pronounc'd adieu ! and yet would stay. 
Till chidden-^sooth'd— intreated— forc'd away ; 
He would of coldness, though indulg'd, complaiu. 
And oft retire and oft return again ; 
When, if his teazing vex'd her gentle mind. 
The grief assum'd, compell'd her to be kindl 
For he would proof of plighted kindness crave. 
That she resented first and then forgave, 
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And to his grief and penance yielded more. 
Than his presumption had requir'd before.— 
Ah! fly temptation; youth; refrain! refrain, 
Each yielding maid and each presuming swain! 

' Lo ! now with red rent cloak and bonnet black. 
And torn green gown loose hanging at her back, 
One who an in&nt in her arms sustains. 
And seems in patience striving with her pains; 
PinchM are her looks, as one who pines for bread, 
Whose cares are growing and whose hopes are fled; 
Pale her parch'd lips^ her heavy eyes sunk low, 
And tears unnoticed from their channels flow ; 
Serene her manner, till some sudden pain 
Frets the meek soul, and then she 's cahn again ;^- 
Her broken pitcher to the pool she takes, 
And every step with cautious terror makes ; 
For not alone that infant in her arms. 
But nearer cause, her anxious soul alarms. 
With virater burthen'd, then she picks her way, 
Slowly and cautious, in the clinging clay; 
Till, in mid-green, she trusts .a place unsound. 
And deeply plunges in th' adhesive ground ; 
Thence, but with pain, her slender foot she takes. 
While hope the mind as strength the frame forsakes: 
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For when so full the cup of sorrow grows^ 
Add but a drop, it instantly o'erflows. 
And now her path but not her peace she gains. 
Safe from her task, but shivering with her pains ; 
Her home she reaches, open leaves the door. 
And placing first her infant on the fioor^ 
She bares her bosom to the wind, and sits. 
And sobbing struggles with the rising fits : 
In vain, they come, she feels th' inflating grief. 
That shuts the swelling bosom from relief; 
That speaks in feeble cries a soul distressed. 
Or the sad laugh that cannot be repressed. 
The neighbour-matron 4eaves her wheel and flies 
With all the aid her poverty supplies } 
Unfee'd> the calls of Nature she obeys^ 
Not led by profit, not allur'd by praise; 
And waiting long, till these contentions cease. 
She speaks of comfort and departs in peac^. 

Friend of distress ! the mourner feels thy aid> 
She cannot pay thee, but thou will be paid. 

But who this child of weakdess, want, and care ? 
Tis Phcsbe Dawson, pride of Lammas'Fair'; 
Who took her lover for his sparkling eyes, 
Expressions w&rms, and love-inspiring lies : 
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Compassion first assail'd her gentle hearty 

For all his suffering, all his bosom's smart : 

*' And then his prayers ! they would a savage move^ 

" And win the coldest of the sex to love:" — 

But ah! too soon his looks success declared, 

Too late her loss the marriage-rite repair'd ; 

The faithless flatterer then his vows forgot, 

A captious tyrant ox a noisy sot : 

If present, railing, till he saw her pain'd; 

If absent, spending what their labours gain'd; 

Till that fair form in want and sickness pin'd, 

And hope and comfort fled that gentle mind. 

Then fly temptation, youth; resist, refrain! 

Nor let me preach for ever and in vain ! 

Next came •a weU-drest pair, who lef); their coach, 
And made, in long procession, slow approach : 
For this gay bride had many a female-friend, 
And youths were there, this favoured youth t' attend : 
Silent, nor wanting due respect, the crowd 
Stood humbly round, and gratulation bow'd; 
But not that silmt crowd, in wonder, fix'd. 
Not numerous friends, who praise and envy mix*d, 
Nor nymph» attending near to swell the pride 
Of one more fair, the ever-smiling bride; 
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Nor that gay bride adpni'd with every grace, * 
Nor love nor joy triumphant in her face, 
C6uld from the youth's, sad signs of sorrow chase: 
Why didst thou grieve ? wealthy pleasure, fre^om thine ; 
ycx'd it thy soul, that freedom to resign f 
Spake Scandal truth i *^ Thou didst not then intend 
." ^o soon to bring thy wooing to an end f " 
Or, was it, as our prating rustics say, 
• To end as soon, but in a different way ? 
Tis told thy Pkiliis is a skilful dame, , 
Who play'd uninjur'd with the dangerous flame : 
That, white, like Laoelace, thou thy coat displayed. 
And hid th^ snare fpr her affection laid, 
Thee, with her net, she found the means, to catcb, 
And at the amorous see-saw, won the match:* 
Yet otl^rs teH, the Captain fix'd thy doubt, 
He 'd call thee brothei;, or be 'd call thee out :t-* 
But rest the motive-reU retreat too late, 
Joy like thy biiide's should on thy brow have sate; 
The deed had then appearM thine own intent, 
A glorious day^ by gracious fortune sent, 
In each revolving year to be itk triunq^h spent. 

— - - ■ - -■■ , -, 

* Clariasa, vol. vii. Lovelace's Letter. • 
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Then in few weeks that doRdy brow had been 

Without a wonder or a whisper seen ; 

And43one had been so week as to inquire, 

'* Why pouts my Lady f or " why frowns the Squire ?' 

How fair these names, bow much unlike they look 
To all the blurrM subscriptions in my book : 
The bridegroom's letters stand in row above^ 
Tapering yet stout, like pine-trees in his grove; 
While free and fine the bride's appear below, 
As light and sMnder as her jasmines grow* 
Mark now in what confusion, stoop or stand. 
The crooked scrawls of many a clownish hand ; 
Now out, now in, they droop, they fall, they rise, 
Like raw recruits drawn forth for exercise; 
Ere yet reformed and modelled by the drill. 
The free-born legs stand striding as they will. 

Much have I tried to guide the fist along, 
But still the blunderers plac'd their blottings wrong : 
Behold these marks uncouth ! how strange that men, 
Who guide the plough, should foil to guide the pen ? 
For half a mile, the furrows even lie ; 
For half an inch the letters stand awry ;—-' 
Our peasants, strong and sturdy in the field. 
Cannot these arms of idle students wield : 
Like them, iti feudal day9,^llieir valiant lords 
^Resiga'd the pen and grasp'd their conquVing swords ; 
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They, to robed clerks and poor dependent men, 
Left the light duties of the peaceful pen ; 
Nor to their ladies wrote, but sought to {wrove, 
By deeds of death, their hearts were fill'd with love. 
But yet, small arts have charms for female eyes ; 
0|ir rustic nymphs, the beau and scholar pri^se ; 
Unletter'd swain$ and ploughmen cosurse they slighf. 
For those who dre38, and amorous scrolls indite. 

For Lucy Collins happier days had bfeen. 
Had Footman Daniel scom'd his native green ; 
Or when he came an idle coxcomb down, 
Had he his love reserv'd for lass in |:own ; 
To Stephen ffill she then had pledg'd her truth, — 
A sturdy, sober, kind, unpolish'd youth ; 
But from the d^y^ that fatal day she 8pie4 
The pride of Daniel, Daniel was her pride. 
In all concerns was Stephen just and true; 
But coarse his doublet was and patch'd iit view, 
And felt his stocl^ngs were and blacker than his's}ioe; 
While DaniePs linen aJJ was fine and fair, — 
His master yfj6xe it and he deigned to wear: 
(To wear h^ Hvery, some respect might prove; 
To wear his linen, mu3t be sign of love:) 
Blue was his coat, unsoil'd by spot or stain ; 
His hose were silk, his shoes of Spanish-grain j 
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A silver knot his breadth of shoulder bore; 
A diamcmd buckle blaz'd his brelwt before — 
Diamond he swore it was ! and show'd it as he swore ; 
Rings oh his fingers shone; his milk-white hand 
Could pick*tooth case and box for snuff' cpmmamd : 
And thus^ with clouded cane^ a fop complete, 
He stalk'd, the jest and glory of the street. . ' 

JoinM with these powers, he could so sweetly sing, 
Talk with such toss, and sauiit/er with such swing ; 
Laugh with such glee, and trifle with sitch art,! 
That Lucy\ promise fail'd to shield her heart. 

Stephen, meantime, to ease his amorous cares, 
Fix'd his full mind upon his farm's alOSetirs ; , . . . ■. ■'^ 
Two pigs, a cew, and wethers ha|f a^core, i . . . . • 
Increased his stock, and still he loqk'd for more. . i 

He, for his acres few, so duly pa^dy- 
That yet more acres to his lot were kid: — 
Till our chaste nymphs no longer felt di^dajn, ' 
And prudent Qiatrpus prais'd.the frugal swf^in; ty 
Who thrivifig well, through maiiy 4. frui^tfulvye^r^ ., 
Now clpth-d himself anew, aod «kcted.Ovei:^e«r. ;; r 

Just then poor ZMcy, from her f^iqnd in town, ,. ♦ 
Fled in pure fear> , and came ^ibfiggar down ; | 

Trembling at Stephen^s door, she knock'd ^or breadj^*- 
Was chidden first, next pitied, and then fed; 
Then sat at S^q^Aeii's board, then ^har^d in Stephen'^ b^ : 
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All hope of inarriage lost in her disgrace^ 

He mourns a flame teviv*d^ and she a love of lace. 

Now to be wed, a well*inatch*d couple came; 
Twice had old Lodge been tied, and twice the dame; 
Tottering they came and toying, (odious scene !) 
And fond and simple, as they'd always been. 
Children, from Wedlock we by laws restrain ; ' 

Why not pi'event them, when they 're sucih againf 
Why not forbid the doating souls, to prove 
Th' indecent fondling of preposterous love? 
In spite of prudence, uncontroll'd by shame, 
The amorous senior woos^the toothless dame, 
Relating idly, at the closing eve, . / • • ^. . • - 
The youthful follies he disdains to leave ; 
Till youthful follies wak^ a transient fire. 
When arm in arm they t»ttei: and retire. - 

So a fond pair of solemn birds, all day,^ 
Blink in their seat and dote the hours away;' 
Then by the moon awak^'d, forth they move, 
And fright the songsters with their cheerless love. 
. So two sear trees, dry, stunted, and unsound. 
Each other catch, when dropplhg to the ground ;- ' 
Entwine their withered arms 'gaiiist wiYid and weather, 
Andr shake their leafless heads and drop together. 

Sb two cold limbs, touched by (Jdvani's wire, 
Move with new life and feel awaken'd fire ; 
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Quivering awhile, their flaccid fonns remain, 
Then turn to cold torpidity again. 

'^ But ever frowns your Hymen i man and maid, 
" Are all repenting, gufieringor betray'd ?'* 
Forbid it, Love! we have our couples here. 
Who hail the day in each revolving year : 
These are with us, as in the world around;. 
They are not frequait, but they may be found. 

Our farmers too, what though they fail to prove, 
In Hymen's bonds, the tenderest slaves of love, 
(Nor, like those pairs whom sentiment unites. 
Feel they the fervour of the mind's delights ;) 
Yet coarsely kind and comfortably gay. 
They heap the board and hail the happy day : 
And though the bride, now freed from school, admits. 
Of pride implanted there, some transient fits; 
Yet soon she casts her girlish flights aside. 
And in substantial blessmgs rests her pride. 

No more she moves in measured steps ; no more 
Runs, with bewildei^d ear, her music o'er; 
No more recites h^r French, the hinds among. 
But chides her maidens in her mother-tongu^ ; > 
Her tambour-frame she leaven and di^t spar^ 
Phun work and plenty with her house to share; 
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TiU, all her vamish lost, in few short years. 
In all her worth, the farmer's wife appears. ^ 

Yet not the ancient kind : nor she who gave 
Her soul to gain — a miistress and a slave: 
Who not to sleep allow 'd the needful tiifte j 
To whom repose was loss, and sport a fcrimc ; 
Who, in her meanest room (and all were moap), 
A noisy drudge, from morn till night was seen;— 
But she, the daughter, boasts a decent rocnn. 
Adorned with carpet, form'd in Wilton's lopm^ 
Fair prints along the paperM wall are spread; 
There, Werter sees the sportive children fejd^ , 
And Charlotte^ htxcj bewails her lover dead. 
'Tis here, assembled, while in space apart 
Their husbands, drinking, warm the openii^g h^rt, 
Our neighbouring dames, on festal days, unite > 
With tongues more fluent and with hearts as light; 
Theirs is that art, which English .wives alone 
Profess — a boast and privilege. their. own; « 
An art it is, where each at once atteiub 
To all, and claims attention from her friends, 
When they engage the tongue, the eye, tb^^efMr, 
Reply when list'ning, and when speaking^hearc \ 
The ready converse knows no dull d^ay^, 
" But double are the pains, and idpuble be the pxaise*/' 

♦. Spenser. 
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Yet not to thoae alone who bear commwaii, 
Heaven gives a heart to hail the marriage band; . , 
Among their servtoU, we the pairs can show, 
Who mudi to love and more to prudence owe : 
Reuben and Rachel, though as fond as doves, 
Were yet diicreet arid cautious in theil* loves; 
Nor would attend to Cupid's wild commands, 
Till cool reflection bade them join their hands : 
When both were poor, they thought it m'gued iU » « . 
Of hasty love to make them po(»rer still ; 
Year aftejr year, with savings long laid by, \ 

They bought the future dwelling's fiiU supply; . * 

Her frugal fancy cuU'd the sim^r ware, . , ^ 

The weightier pui;chase ask'd. her Reuben's care ; , 
Together then their la^t year's, gain, they threw, . , 
And lo ! an auctipn'd bed, witlvcurtians neat and new. 

Thus both,, as prudence counsell'd^ .wisely stay'dy 
And cheerful- thenjbiie calls of Love obey'd : 
What if, when Rachel gave her hand, 'twas one 
Embrowned by. Winter's ice and Summer's sun ? . 
What if,, in Reuben's hah*, the female eye 
Usurping gr^y anotong the black could spy l i> 

What if, in both, life's bloomy flush was lost. 
And their full s^ntmnn felt. the mellowing frdst ^ 
Yet time, wjio blow'd.the rose of youth away. 
Had left the vigorous stem without decay ; 
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Like those tall elms, in Farmer ^raii^/bri<% ground^ 
They'll grow no mofe,~biit aU their growth is sound ; 
By time confirmed and rooted in the land. 
The stornois they Ve stood, still promise they sball stasid. 

These are the happier pairs, their life l»s rest, 
Their hopes are strong, their hnmble portion blest 5 
While those more rash to has^ .marriage led, ^ 
Lament th' impatience which now stints their Iwead s 
When such their union, years their caies incf^eas^^ 
Their love grows eolder, and their pleaflni^ ceaae ; 
In health just fed, in sickness just relier'd ; 
By hardships Wass'd and by children griev'd ^ 
In, petty quarrels and in peevish strife. 
The once fond couple wa^te the spring of life : 
But when to age mature those children grown^ 
Find hopes and homes and hardships of ther own^ 
The harassed couple feel their lingeriilg woes 
Receding slowly, ^till they find repose. 
Complaints and murmurs then are Imd a^de^ 
(By reason these subdued 4hd those by pridi^) ; 
And, taught by care, the patient man and wife 
Agree to share the Utter^sweet of life; 
(Life that has sorrow much and sotrow's-cure, 
Where they who most enjoy shaU much ^dure t) 
Their rest, their labours, duties, sufferings, prayers^ 
Compose the seul and fit it for its cares; 
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Their graves liefovethem and their griefs behind^ 

Have each a aied'cine for-the mstic mind ; 

Nor has be care to whom his wealth shall go^ 

Or who^hall labour with his spade and hoe ; 

But as he lends the streng^ that yet remains, 

And some dead neighbonr on }us bier snstains, 

(One with whom o&he whtrFd the bounding flaii, 

Toss'd the brMd cott^ or took th' inspiring a^) , 

*^ For me/' (he meditates,) *^ shall soon be done 

*^ This friendlj doty, when my race be run; 

^ Twas first in tremble as in emn: past, 

^* Dark donds and stoxmy eares whole years o'ercast, 

*^ But calm my setting day and swishine smiles at last: 

^* I^y vices punisb'd and my folKes spent, 

*^ Not loth 40 die but yet to live ccmtent, 

^' I rest :^^^-iliea ^easting on die grave his eye^ 

Hie Friend compels a teair aii^d his own griefs a sigh. 

Last iHi' my list appears a match of love, • 
And one of virtne;— happy may it prove! — 
Sir Edward Arther is an amorous knight. 
And maidens chaste and lovely shun his sight; 
His Bailiff^ Daughter suited much his taste^ 
For Fahny Price was lovely and was chaste; 
To her the Knight with gentle looks drew near. 
And timid voice, assum'd to banish fear. — 
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" Hope of my life^ dear sovereign of my breast, 
'* Which, since I knew thee, knows not. joy nor rest: 
" Know, thou art all that my delighted eyes, 
** My fondest thoughts, my proudest wishes prize ;. 
" And is that bosom— (what on earth so fair !) 
" To cradle some coarse peasant's sprawling heir? , 
" To be that pillow which some surly swain 
/^ May treat with scorn and agonise with pain? * 
^^ Art thou, sweet Qiaid, a ploughman's wants to share, 
'* To dread his insult, . to- support his care ; 
" To hear liis follies, his eontempt to. prove, 
" And (oh! the torment!) to endure hkt love; 
^' Till want and deep legtet. those charms destroy^ 
" That time would spar0,iif time wece-pasa'd in joy ? 
'^ With him, in varied pains, from mora liUjiight, 
'^ Your hours shall pass : yourself a ruffian's right; . 
** Your softest bed shall be the knotted wool ; . . 
" Your purest drink the waters of the pool ; . 
'* Your sweetest food will but your life su^tain^ ^ 
'' And your best pleasure be a rest from-paiii; . 
** While, through eadi year, as.health ai«d i^trengtb abate^ 
" You'll weep your woes. and wonder at your fate? 
'* And cry, * Behold,' as. life's last cares .cpm^ on, 
'' ' My burthens growing when my strength is gone.' 

" Now turn with me, and all the young desire, 
" That taste can form, that fancy can require; 
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** All that excites enjoyment, or procures 

'* Wealth, health, respect,uielight, and love, are yours : 

" Sparkling, in cups of gold, your wines shall flow, 

** Grace that fair hand, in that dear hosom glow; 

" Fruits of each clime, and flowers, through all the year, 

*' Shall on your walls and in your walks appear ; 

" Where all beholding, shall your prsdse repeat, 

" No fruit so tempting and no flower so sweet: 

" The softest carpets in your rooms shall lie, 

" Pictures of happiest loves shall meet your eye, 

" And tallest mirrors, reaching to the floor, 

" Shall show you all the object I adore; 

'* Who, by the hands of wealth and fashion dress'd, 

'' By slaves, attended and by friends caress'd, 

" Shall move, a wonder, through the public ways, 

" And hear the whispers of adoring praise. 

." Your female friends, though gayest of the gay, 

" Shall see you happy, and shall, sighing, say, 

f^ While smothered envy rises in the breast, — 

^ ' Oh! that we liv'd so beauteous and so blest!' 

" Come then, my mistress, and my wife ; for she 
." Who trusts my honour is the wife for me ; 
" Your slave, your husband, and your friend employ, 
" In search of pleasures we may both enjoy.'' 

To this the Damsel, meekly firm, replied : 
' My Mother lov'd, was married, toil'd, and died; 
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* With joys, she*d griefs, had troubles in her course. 

* But not one grief was pointed by remorse ; 

* My mind is fix'd, to Heaven I resign, 

' And be her love, her life, her comforts mine.' 

Tjrrants have wept; and those with hearts of steel, 
Unus'd the anguish of the heart to heal. 
Have yet the transient power of virtue known^ 
And felt th* imparted joy promote their own. 

Our Knight relenting, now befriends a youA^ 
Who to the yielding maid had vow*d his truth ; 
And finds in that fair deed a sacred joy. 
That will not perish and that cannot cloy ;— ^ 
A living joy, that shall its spiiit keep, 
When every beauty fades and all the passions sleep. 
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PAST HI.- 

Qui vultus Acherontis atri, 

Qai Stygia tristem, aon tristis, vtdety^^ 

Par ille Regi^ par Superis erit 

Seneca 19 Agamem. 

X HERE was, 'tis said, and J believe, a time^ 
When humble Christians died with views sublime ; 
When all were ready for ^heir Faith to bleed. 
But few to write or wrangle for their Creed; 
When lively Faith upheld the sinking heart. 
And friends, assur'd'to meet, prepax'd to part; 
When Love felt hope, when Sorrow grew serene, 
And all was comfort in the death«bed scene. 

H 
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Alas ! when now the gloomy King they wait, 
Tis weakness yielding to resistless fate ; 
Like wretched men upon the ocean cast, 
They labour hard and struggle to the last : 
*' Hope against hope/' and wildly gaze around, 
In search of help that never shall be found : 
Nor, till the last strong billow stops the breath, 
Will they believe them in the jaws of Death ! 

When these my Records I reflecting read, 
And find what ills these numerous births succeed : 
What powerful griefs these nuptial ties attend. 
With what regret these painful journeys end; 
When from the cradle to the grave I look, 
Mine I conceive a melancholy book« 

Where now is perfect resignation seen ?. 
Alas ! it is not on the Village Green : — 
I 've seldom known, though I have often read 
Of happy Peasants on their dying-bed; 
Whose looks proclaimed that sun-shine of the breast, 
That more than hope, that Heav'n itself express'd. 

What I behold are feverish fits of strife, 
Twixt fears of dying and desire of life : 
Those earthly hopes, that to the last endure ; 
Those fears, that hopes superior fail to cure f 
At best a sad submission to the doom. 
Which, turning from the danger, lets it come. 
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Sick lies the Man, bewildered, lost, afraid. 
His spirits vanquished and his strength decayed; 
No hope the Friend, the Nurse, the Doctor len4— 
'* Call then a Priest and fit him for his end/* 
A Priest is callM; *tis now, alas! too late, 
Death enters with him at the cottage-gate; 
Or time allow'd — ^he goes, assur'd to find 
The self-commendmg, aU-confiding mind ; 
And sighs to hear, what we may justly call 
Death's Common-placey the train of thought in all* . 

*' True, I'm a sinner," feebly he begins, 
'* But trust p Mercy to forgive my sins :" 
(Such cool confession no past crimes excite! 
Such claim on, Mercy seems the sinner's right!) 
" I know, Maivkind are frail, that God is just, 
" And pardons those who in his Mercy trust; 
*' We 're sorely tempted in a world like this, 
'* All men have done, and I like all, amiss; • 
" But now, if spar'd, it is my foil intent, 
" On all the past to ponder and repent ; 
*^ Wrongs against me I pardon great and small, 
'' And if I die, I die in peace with all." 

His merits thus and not his sio^ confest, 
He speaks his hopes and leaves to Heav'n the rest^^ 
Alas! are these the prospects, dull and cold. 
That dying Christians to their Priests unfold i 
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Or mends the prospect when th' Enthusiast cries, 
** I die assur'd!'* dnd in a rapture dies? 

Ah, where that humble, self-abasing mind^ 
With that confiding Spirit, shall we find ; 
The mind that, feeling what re^ntance brings, 
Dejection's terrors and Contrition's stings, 
Feels then the hope, that mounts all care ^bove. 
And the pure joy that flows from pardoning love ? 

Such have I seen in Death, and much deplore, 
So many dying— that I see no more : 
Lo! now my Records, where I grieve to trace. 
How Death has triumph'd in so short a space ; 
Who are the Dead,. how died they, I relate. 
And snatch some portion of their acts from fate. 

With Andrew CoUett, we the year begin. 
The blind, fat landlord of the Old Crown-Inn,-— 
Big as his butt, and, for the self-same use. 
To take in stores of strong fermenting juice. 
On his huge chair beside the fire he sate. 
In revel chief, and umpire in debate; 
Each night his string of vulgar tales he told; 
When ale was cheap and bachelors were, bold : 
His heroes all were famous in their days, 
Cheats were his boast .and drunkards had hii^ praise; 
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'' One, in three draughts, three mugs of a)e took down, 

" As mugs were then — the champion of the Crown j 

" For thrice three days another liv'd on ale, 

*^ And knew no change but that of mild and stale ; 

^^ Two thirsty soakers watch'd a vessel's side, 

'* When he the tap, with dextrous hand, applied; 

** Nor from their seats departed, till they found 

^ That butt was out and heard the mournful SQund*'' 

He prais'd a Poacher^ precious child of fun ! 
Who shot the Keeper with his own. spring-gun; 
Nor less the Smuggler who the Exciseman tied. 
And left him hanging at the birch-wood side. 
There to expiry; — but one who saw him hang, 
Cut the good cord-p-a tr^tor of the gang. 

His own exploits, with boastful glee he told. 
What ponds he lempti^d and wh^t pikes he sold; 
And how, when blesit with sight al^t and gay. 
The night's amu«e^ents kept him thrpiigb th^ day. 

He sang the praises of thQ9^ iimes, w);ieii fill 
*^ For cards and dice, as for theiir drink, mi^H C^U 
" When justice wink'd on every jpvit^l crew, 
" And ten-pins tumbled in ihe P^rson'^ yif w/* 

He told, wihen angry Wivj^s, provok'd to x^t 
Or drive a thiidrday drunkard from his ale, 
What were his triumphs, and how gie^t the skill 
That won the vex*d Virago to his will; 
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Who raving came ; — then talk*d in milder strain,-— 
Then wept, — then drank and pledged her Spouse again* 

Such were his themes : how knaves o'er laWs prevail. 
Or, when made captives, how they fly from jail ; 
The Young how hrave, how subtle were the Old: 
And oaths attested all th&t Folly told. 

On death like his what name shall we bestow, 
So very sudden! yet so very slow? 
Twas slow :• — Disease, augmenting year by year, 
Show'd the grim king by gradual steps brought near : 
Twas not less sudden ; — ^in the night he died. 
He drank, he swore, he jested, and he lied ; 
Thus aiding folly with departing breath: — 
'* Beware^ Lorenzo, the slow-sudden death.^ 

Next^ied the Widow Cfoe, an active dam^, 
Fam'd ten miles round, and worthy all her fame ; 
She lost her Husband when their loves were young; 
But kept her farm, her credit^ and her tongue : 
Full thirty years she rul'd, with matchless skill, 
With guiding judgment and resistless will ; 
Advice she scom'd, rebellions she suppressed. 
And sons and servants bow'd at her behest* 
Like that great man's, who to his Saviour came, 
Were the strong words of this commanding dame;— 
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*' Come/' if she said, they came; if " go/' were gone; 
Aod if ^' do this/'— ^that instant it was. done : 
Her Maidens told she was all eye and ear, 
In darkness saw and could at distance hear ;— • 
No Parish-business in the place could stir. 
Without direction or assent from her; 
In turn she took each oflSice as it fell, 
Knew all their duties and discharged them well ; 
The lazy Vagrants in her presence shook. 
And pregnant Damsels fear'd her stern rebuke ; 
She lopk'd on want, with judgment clear and cool^ 
And felt with reason and bestow'd by rule; 
She matched both sons and daughters to her mind, 
And lent them eyes, for Love, she heard, was blind; 
Yet ceaseless still she throve, alert, alive, 
The working bee, in full or empty hive; 
Busy and careful, like that working bee. 
No time for love nor tender cares had she ; 
But when our Farmers made their amorous vows, 
She talk'd of market-steeds and patent-ploughs. 
Not unemployed her evenings pass'd away. 
Amusement clos'd, as business wak'd the day; 
When to her toilet's brief concern she ran, 
And conversation with her friends began, 
Who all were welcome, what they saw, to share; 
And joyous neighbours prais'd her Christmas fare,. 

5 
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That none aroundmight, in their scom, complain 
Of Gossip Goe as greedy in her gain. 

Thus long she reign'd, admir'd^ if not approved; 
- Prais'd, if not honour^; fear'd, if not bdoVd ; — 
When, as the busy days of Spring drew near. 
That caird for all the forecast of the year; 
When lively hope the rising crops surve/d. 
And April promised what September paid ; 
When stray'dher lambs where gcfse andgre€n2e)eedgrow ; 
When rose her 'grass in richer vales below; 
When pleased she look'd on all the smiling land, 
And view'd the hinds, who wrought at her command; 
(Poultry in groups still followed where she went ;) 
Then, di«ad overcame her,— ^that her days were spent. 

" Bless me! I die, and not a warning giv*n,— 
*^ With much to do on Earth and all for Heav'n !-— 
'' No reparation for my soul's ai£&iirs, 
'^ No leave petitioned for the barn's repairs ; 
*^ Accounts perplexM, my interest yet unpaid, 
*' My mind unsettled and my will unmade ; — 
'^ A lawyer haste, and in your way, a priest; 
'^ And let me die in one good woA «t least.'* 
She spake, and, trembling, dropp'd upon 'her knees, 
Heaven in her eye and in her hand her keys ; 
And still the more she found her life de<iay, 
With greater force she grasp'd those signs of sway: 
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Then fell and died !....In haste her sons drew near, 
And dropp'd, in haste, the tributary tear. 
Then from th' adhering clasp the keys unbound, 
And consolation for their sorrows found. 

Death has his infant-train ; his bony ann 
Strikes from the baby-cheek the rosy charm; 
The brightest eye his glazing film makes dim. 
And his cold touch sets fast the llthest limb : 
He seiz'd the sick'ning Boy to Gerard lent,* 
When three days' life, in feeble cries, were spent; 
*In pain brought forth, those painful hours to stay, 
To breathe in pain and sigh its soul away ! 

^' But why thus lent, if thus recall'd again, 
*^ To cause and feel, to live and die in, pain ?'* 
Or rather say. Why grievous these appear. 
If all it pays for Heaven's eternal year; 
If these sad sobs and piteous sighs secure 
Delights that live, when worlds no more; endure ? 

The Sistei>spirit long may lodge below. 
And pains from nadire, pains from reason, know ; 
Through all the c<Mnmon ills of life may run. 
By hope perverted and by love undone ; 



* See page 53. 
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A wife's distress, a mother's pangs, may dread. 
And widow-tears, in bitter anguish, shed ; 
/ May at old-age arrive through numerous harms. 
With children's children in those feeble arms : 
Nor till by years of want and grief opprest. 
Shall the sad Spirit flee and be at rest f 

Yet happier therefore shall we deepi the Boy, 
Secur'd from anxious care and dangerous joy ? 

Not so ! f6r then would Love Divine in vain 
Send all the burthens weary men sustain ; 
All that now curb the passions when they rage. 
The checks of youth and the regrets of age j 
All thai now bid us hope, believe, endure. 
Our sorrow's comfort and our vice's cure ; 
All that for Heaven's high joys the Spirits train, 
And Charity, the crown of all, were vain. 

Say, will you call the breathless infan^ blest. 
Because no cai-es the silent grave molest ? 
So would you deem the nursling from the wing 
Untimely thrust and never trained to sing ; 
But far more blest the bird whose grateful voice 
Sings its own joy and makea the woods rejoice. 
Though, while untaught,, ere yet he charm'd the ear, 
Hard were his trials and his pains severe ! 

Next died the Lady who yon Hall possessed ; 
And here they brought her noble bones to rest. 
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In Town she dwelt;— forsaken stood the Hall : 
Worms ate the floors, the tap'stry fled the wall : 
No fire the kitchen's cheerless grate display'd ; 
No cheerful light the long-closM sash conveyed ; 
The crawling worm that turns a summer-fly, 
Here spun his shroud and laid him up to die 
The winter-death : — upon the hed of state, 
The bat shrill-shrieking woo'd his flickering mate ; 
To empty rooms the curious came no more, 
From empty cellars tum'd the angry Poor, 
And surly Beggars curs'd the ever-bolted door. 
To one small room the Steward found his way, 
Where Tenants followed to complain and pay ; 
Yet no complaint before the luady came, 
The feeling Servant spar'd the feeble Dame ; 
Who saw her farms with his observing eyes. 
And answer'd all requests with his replies : — 
She came not down, her falling groves to view ; 
Why should she know, wh^t one so faithful knew ? 
Why come> from many clamorous tongues to hear, 
What one so just might whisper in her ear ? 
Her oaks or acres, why with care explore ; 
Why learn the wants, the sufferings of the Poor; 
When one so knowing all their worth could trace, 
And one so piteous govern'd in her place ? 
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Lo ! now, what dismal Sons of Dmrkn^B^ coi»e, 
To bear this Daughter of Ipdolgence h<Hne; 
Tragedians all, and well arranged in black ! 
Who nature, feeling, force, expression lack ; 
Who cause no tear, but gloomily paw by. 
And shake their sables in the wearied eye. 
That turns disgusted from the pompous scene. 
Proud without grandeur, with profusion, njican! 
Ther tear for kindness past affection owes ; 
For worth deceased the sigh from xeason flows ; 
E'en well-feign'd passion for our sorrows call. 
And real tears for mimic miseries fall: 
But this poor farce hcis neither truth nor art. 
To please the fancy or to touch the heaxt; 
Unlike the darkness of the sky, that pours . 
On the dry ground its fertilizing showers ; 
Unlike to that which strikes the soul with dread. 
When thunders roar and forky fires are shed ; 
Dark But not awful, dismal but yet mean. 
With adxious bustle moves the cumbrous Sfcene ; 
Presents no objects .tender or profouhd,v 
But spreads its cold unmeaning gloom around. 

When woes are feign'd, how ill sudi forms appe^tr ; 
And oh ! how needless, when the wo 's sincere. 

Slow to the vault they come, with heavy tread, 
Bending beneath the lAidy and her lead ; 
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A case of elm surrounds that ponderous chest. 
Close on that case the crimson velvet's press'd; 
Ungenerous this, that to the worm denies, 
With niggard-caution, his appointed prize ; 
For now, ere yet he works his tedious way. 
Through cloth and wood and metal to his prey, 
That prey dissolving shall a mass remain, 
That fancy loaths and worms themselves disdain* 
But see ! the Master-Mourner makes his way, 
To end his office for the coffined clay; 
Pleas'd that our rustic men and maids behold 
His plate like silver, and his studs like gold. 
As they approach to spell the age, the name. 
And all the titles of th' illustrious Dame. — 
This as (my duty done) some scholar read, 
A Village-Father look'd disdain and said : 
" Away, my friends! why take such pains to know, 
" What some brave marble soon in church shall show ? 
" Where not alone her gracious name shall stand, 
" But how she liv'd — the blessing of the land}, 
" How much we all deplor'd the noble ilead, 
" What groans we utter'd and what tears we shed ; 
" Tears, true as those, which in the sleepy eyes 
" Of weeping cherubs on the stone shall rise; 
". Tears, true as those, which, ere she found h^r grave, 
'' The noble Lady to our sorrows gave." 
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Down by the Church-way walk and where the brook 
Winds round the chancel like a shepherd's crook ; 
In that small house, with those green pales before. 
Where jasmine trails on either side the door ; 
Where those dark shrubs that now grow wild at will. 
Were clippM in form and 'tantaliz'd with skill ; 
Where cockles blanch'd and pebbles neatly spread^ 
Form'd shining borders for the larkspurs' bed ; — 
There liv'd a iMdjfy wise, austere, and nice. 
Who show'd her virtue by 'her scorn of vice ; 
In the dear fashions of her youth she dress'd, 
A pea-green Joseph was her favourite vest; 
Erect she stood, she walk'd with stately mien. 
Tight was her length of stays, and she was tall and lean. 

There long she liv'd in maiden-state immur'd, 
From looks of love and treacherous man secur'd j 
Though evil fame^but that was long before) 
Had blown her dubious blast at Catharine'^ door: 
A Captain thither, rich from In£a came, • 
And though a cousin call'd, it touch'd her fame : 
Her annual stipend rose from his behest. 
And all the long-priz'd treasures she posses^'d ;~ 
If aught like joy awhile appear'd to stay 
In that stern face, and chase those frowns away; 
TTwas when her treasures she dispps'd for view, 
And heard the praises to their splendour due ; 
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Silks beyond price^ so rich^ they'd stimd alone, 
And dianjonds blazing on the buckled zone ; 
Rows of rare pearls by curious workmen set. 
And bracelets fair in box of glossy jet: 
Bright polish'd amber precfious from its size, 
Or forms the fairest fancy could devise : 
Her drawers of cedar, shut with secret springs, 
Cbnceard the watch of gold and rubied rings ;> 
Letters, long proofs of love, and verses fine 
Round the pink'd rims of crisped Valentine 
Her china-<;loset, cause of daily care. 
For woman's wonder held her pencil'd ware ; 
That pictured wealth. of China and Japan, 
Like its cold Mistress, shunn'd the eye of man. 

Her neat small room, adom'd with maiden-taste, 
A clipp'd French puppy, first of favourites, grac'd : 
A parrot next, but dead and stuff 'd with art; 
(For Poll, when living, lost the Lady's heart, 
And then his life ; for he was heard to speak 
Such frightful words as ting'd his Lady's cheek :) 
Unhappy bird !^ who had no power to prove, . 
Save by such speech, his gratitude and love. 
A grey old cat his whiskers lick'd beside ; 
A type of sadness in the house of pride. 
The polish'd surface of an India chesit, 
A glassy globe^ in frame of ivory, press'd ; 
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Where swam two finny creatures ; one of goM, 
Of silver one; both beauteous to behbld: — 
All these were form'd the guiding taste to suit; 
The beasts well-manner'd and the fishes mute. 
A widow'd jiunt was there, compell'd by need 
The njonph to flatter and her tribe to feed ; 
Who, veiling well her scorn, endur'd the clog, _ 
Mute as the fish and fawning as the dog. 

As years increased, these treasures, her delight. 
Arose in value in their owner^s sight : 
A miser knows that, view it as he will, 
A guinea kept is but a guinea still ; 
And so he puts it to its proper use. 
That something more this guinea may produce: 
But silks and rings, in the possessor's eyes, * 
The oft'ner seen, the more in value rise. 
And thus are wisely hoarded to bestow 
The kind oL pleasure that with years will grow. 

But what avaiPd their worth, — if worth had they, — 
In the sad summer of her slow decay ? 

Then we beheld, her turn an anxious look 
From trunks and chests, and fix it on her book,— r- 
A rich-bound Book of Prayer the Captain gave, 
(Some Princess had i^, or was said to have); 
And then once more, on all her stores, look round. 
And draw a sigh so piteous and profound. 
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That told, " Alas! how hard from these to patt, 
'^ And for new hopes and habits form the heart * 
'^ What shall I do, (she cried) my peace of mind 
" To gain in dying, ^ and to die resigned?'* 
' Hear,' we return ■d;—-'' these batibles cast aside, 

* Nor give thy God a rival in thy pride; 

* Thy closets shut, and ope thy kitchen's door; 

* There own thy failings, here invite the Poor; 
' A friend of Mammon let thy botinty make ; 

* For Widows' prayers, thy vanities forsake ; 
' And let the Hungry, of thy pride, partake t 
' Then shall thy itiward.eye with joy survey 

' The angel Mercy tempering Deaths delay ? 

Alas! 'twas hard; the treasures iStill had charms> 
Hope still its flattery, sickness its ^arms ; 
Still was the same unsettled, clouded view. 
And the ssaae plaintive cry, '* What shall I do ?" 

Nor change appeafd: for, when her race was run^ 
Doubtful we all exclaim'd, " What has been done P* 
Apart she liv'd, and still she lies alone; 
Yon earthy heap awiuts the flattering stone. 
On which invention shall be long employ'd, . 
To show the various worth of Cathdrine Lhyd, 

iT 

Next to these ladies, but in nought allied, 
A noble Peasant, Isaac Ashford, died. 

- I 
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Noble he was^ contemning all things mean. 
His truth unquestion'dand his soul serene : 
Of no man's presence Isaac Mt afraid ; 
At no man's question Isaac look'd dismay'd : 
Shame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace; 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his fece; 
Yet while the serious thought his soul approved, 
Cheerful he seem'd, and gentleness he lov'd : 
To bliss domestic he his heart resign'd, 
And, with the firmest, had the fonde^ mind ; 
Were others jqyful, he look'd smiling on, 
'And gave allowance where he needed none ) 
Good he rdiis'd with future ill to buy. 
Nor knew ^joy that caus'd reflection's sigl^ 
A friend to virtue, his unclouded.breast 
No envy stung, no jealousy distress'd; 
(Bane of the Poori it wounds their weaker mihd^ 
iTo mis6 one favour^ which their neighbours find :) 
Yet far was he from stoic pride reniov'd ; 
He felt humanely, and he. warmly lov'd : 
1 mark'd his action, when his infant died, 
And his old neighbour for offence was tried ; 
The still tears, stealing down thatfiirrow'd dieek. 
Spoke pity, plainer than the tongue can speak. 
If pride were his, 'twas not their vulgar pride, 
Who, in their base contempt, the great derid^; 
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Nor pride in learning, — ^though my Cleric agreed,* 

If Fate should caH him, Askford might succeed ; 

Nor pride in rustic skill, although We knew 

None his superior, and his equals few : — 

But if that spirit in his soul had pkcie, 

It was the jetdous pride that shuns disgmee ; 

A pride in honest fame, by virtue gained. 

In sturdy boys to virtuous labours trained; 

Pride, in the power that guar <la his country's coast. 

And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast ; 

Pride, in a life that slander's tonigue defied, — 

In fact, a noUe passion, misnam'd Prides 
He had no party's rage, no sec'try's whiih ; 

Christian and countr3rman was all with him: 
True to his Church he came; no Sunday^hower 

Kept him at home in that important hour; 

Nor his fiim feet could one persuading Sect, 

By the strong glare of their new light, direct ; 
^' On hope, in mine own sober light, I gaae, 
*' But should be blind and lose it, in your blaze/' 

In times severe, when many a sturdy swain. < 
Felt it his pride^ his comfort^ to comphah; 
Isaac their wtots would soothe, his own w^ould hide, 
And feel in that his comfort and hisi pride. 

At length he found, when seventy years .were run, 
His strength:deported and his labour deiue ; 
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.When he, save honest fame, retained no more. 
But lost his Wife and saw his Children poor: 
*Twas then, a spark of — say not discontent — 
Struck dn his mind, and thus he gave it vent : • 

'* Kind site your laws, ('tis not to be denied,) 
** That in yon House, for ruin'd Age, provide, 
'* And they are just ;— -when young, we give you aU^ 
'* And for assistance in our weakness caij. — 
*' Why then this proud reluctance to be fed, 
" To join your poor, and eat the parish«bread ? 
" But yet I linger, loth with him to feedj 
** Who gains his plenty by the sons of need } 
** He who, by contract, all your paupers took^ 
** And guages stomachs with an anxious look : 
*^ On some old master I could well depend; 
*' See him with joy and thank him as a friend ; 
" But iy on him, who doles the day's supply, 
** And counts our chances, who at night may. die 2 
'* Yet help me, Heav'n! and let me not complain 
'' Of tirhat I suffer^ but my fate^ sustain/^ 

Such were his thoughts^ and so resigned he grew ; 

Daily he plac'd the Workhouse in his view ! 

But came not there, for sudden was his fate. 

He dropped, expiring, at his cottagi&gate. » 
I; feel his absence in the hours of Prayer*^ 

And view his seat and sigh for tsaac there s 
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I see no more those white locks thinly spread 
Round the bald polish of that honoured head; 
No more that awful glance on playful wight, 
Compell'd to kneel and tremble at the sight. 
To fold his fingers^ all in dread the while. 
Till Mister Ashford softcfnM to a smile; 
No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer. 
Nor the pure faith (to give it force), arc Acre:— - 
But he is blest, and I lament no inore 
A wise ^ood Man contented to be poor. 

Then died a Rambler ; not the one who sails 
And trades, for female favours, beads and naiis ; 
Not one, who posts, from place to place— of men 
And manners treating with a flying pen^ 
Not he, who climbs, for prospects, SitosMfen's height. 
And chides the clouds thatintercept the sight; 
No carious shdl/ rare plant or brilliant spar^ 
Enticed o«r traveller from his home so fiu: 9 
But all the reason, by himself assigned 
For so much rambling, was, a restless mind ; 
As on, from place to place, widiout intent. 
Without reflection, JRobm Dmgky went. 

Not thus by nature r— never man was found . 
Less prone to wander from his parish-bouitd ; 
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ClaucHan's old Man^ to whom «U 9eeae9 wece uew, 
Save those where he and ^rhere hU.fqp^ples grew> 
Resembled Bobm, who around would l^o^k^ 
And his horizon, for the earth'^, mistopk. 

To this poor Swain a keen Attorney cam^ i — 
*' I give thee joy, good fellow ! on thy n^me; 
** The r^ch old Di^lej/ 's dead ; — ^^o ch^d Ip^ Jb«, 
" NoiLwife, npt will; bis all is left for thee: 
" To be his fortune's heir thy claim is good ; 
*' ^ho^ hast the name, ajid we will prove the^blopd." 

The claim was made ; 'twas tried,-^it would not stand ; 
They proy'd the blood, hut ^irere refus'd th^ Iw^ 
Assur'd of wealthy J^is vfi^u of sin^e hea^rt,/. 
To ev^ fri^d b^ ^^^e<^i^pps'd g part : 
His Wife had hopes indulg'd of various .^indi - 

The tl^c;e ^i^ Dmshj/s had their school as^jign'd, 
Masters we^e ,$ai,ight for wl^at they /^^ requir'd, 
And books Wjer^ ]^o|?g^^ ^d ha^psidi^ords were ^{f'/i : 
So high was hjop^ i-^the f^ure touch'd hji^ j^^if^. 
And Robin never ws^ ):^ijfej[f ^ain : 
Yet he no wwffr, np lang^ wish e^^prese'd. 
But tried, in yaifli, 1^ l^our (O^ to jr^ sf i 
Then cast his j^m^^ m hi% ^9^, ^Went 
He knew npt irhit^eir nor fwr fvhat i»tmU 

Years fled irrr^i K^im «ft fsm^^m^ pas|, 
When home he wander'd in his rags at last : 
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A sailoT^a jacket on his liaAis wais thrown^ 

A sailor's story he had made his own; 

Had suffered battles^ ^sona, teoipests; stormsy 

Encountering death in all hi« ugliest forms : 

His cheeks were haggard, hollow was his eye, / 

Whwe madness lurk -d, <;owceal*4 m misery ; 

Want, and th' ungentle world; had taught a part^ 

And prompted cunning to that simple heart: 

** He now bethought bin), he would roam w^ nmrcy 

*' But live at hcnne and labour as before.'* 

Here cloth'd and fed, no sooner he began 
To round and redden, than away he ran; ' 

His Wife;wras dead, their Children past his aid : 
So, unmolested, from his home he stniy'd : ' 
Six years elapsM, when, worn with waiit and pai0> 
Came JZt^fiiii, wrapt in all bis rags, again :--^ 
We chide, we pity ;*-^lac'd among om'xpodr, 
He fed again, atid was a man once nkke. " ;' ' 

As when a gaunt and hungry fox is fottnd^ ' 
Entrapp'd alive in some ridl honter^s grotmd ; > 
Fed for the field, ahhqu^ eaohday *s a feas|| 
Fatten yorx may, but neVentm^^ the b^ist; • 
A house protects Uifi, savoury viatids stuitian V 
But loose his neck and (M he goes again*: « • ' 
So stole' wr- Vaglwit frodi m WArrfi retreat,^ ' ''■ ' 
To rove a prowler and be deem'd^a -cheat. 
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Hard was his fare; for, him at length we saw^ 
In cart conve/d.^nd laid supine on straw. 
His feeble voice now spoke a sinking heart ; 
His groans now told the motions of the cart; 
And when it stopp'd , he tried in vain to stand; 
Clos'd wa3 his eye, and clench'd his clanmiy hand; 
Life ^hb^d- apape, and ovr best aid no more 
Could his weak sense or dying heart restore : 
But now he fell, a victim to the snare. 
That vile attorneys for the weak prepare; — 
They wljo> when profit or resentment call. 
Heed not fhe groaning victim they enthrall. 

Then died lamented, in the strength of li^, 
A valued Mother and a faithful Wife; 
Call'd not away, when time had loos'd each hol4 
On the fond heart,, and each desire grew cold ; 
But when, to all that knit us to our kind, 
g;he felt fogbound, as charity can bind ; — 
l^ot when the ills of age, its pain, its care. 
The droopipg spiri^ fpr iUf fale prepare; 
And, each Section feiling, leaves the heart 
Loos'd from life's charm and willing to depart;'—* 
3ut ALL her ties the stiong invader broke, 
|n all their strepgthi by one Ur^nendous str^kt I 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



FART in.] THE PARISH REGISTER, }£l 

Sudden and swift the ei^er pest came on^ 
And terror grew^ till ^rery hope was gone : 
Still those aronn4 appeat'd for hope to seek ! 
'But view'd the sick and were afraid to speak.— ^ 

Slowly they bore, with solemn step^ the dead ; 
When grief grew lo^d and bitter tears were shed : 
My part began ; a ccowd drew near the place^ 
Awe in each eye, aiWm in. every face : 
So swift th^ Ul, and of so fierce a kind. 
That fear with pity, mingled in each mind ; 
Friends with the husband came, their griefs to blend ^ 
J^or good-man Urankford was to all a firiend. 
The last-bom Boy they held above the bier. 
He knew not grief, but cries express'd his fear; 
Bach different age and sex reveal'd its pain. 
In now a loader, now a lower strain; 
While the meek Father, listening to their tones, 
Sweird the full cadence of the grief by groans. 

'jrhe elder Sister, strove her pangs to hide, 
And soothing words to younger minds applijed ; 
^' Be still, be patient," oft she strove to stay ; 

But faird as oft, and weeping tum'd away. 
Curious and sad, upon the fresh-dug hill, 

The viUage-lads ^tpod melancholy still; 

And idle children, wandering to-and-fro, 

As Nature guided, took the tone of wo.^ 
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Arrived at home, haw then tiiiey g&z'd arovnd. 
In ev'ry place^ — -^ere she-Hoo more, was fouftd; — 
The seat aft taUe $he was wont to fill ; 
The f|r&«ide cbaii^ stiU set, but vaeant firtili ; 
The garden-walks, a labour all her own ; . 
The latticed bOwer, with trailiag shrubs o'ergtown ; 
The Sunday-^w she ffll'd with idl her a-ace,-— 
Each place of hers, was now a sacred plate, > 

That, while it calFd up soixiowb in d^e^eyes, 
Pierq'd the full heart and fbcc'd them still to rise. 

Oh sacred sorrow J by wiiom souls a?e ^ied. 
Sent not to fMunsh inortak, but to guide ; 
If thou art mine, (and who shall proudly dare 
To tell his Maker, be has bad his d»areP) 
Still let me feel for what diy pangs ai^ «eat. 
And be my guide and not niy puniskuoent 1 

Of Leah Cousms necipt the name appetos, 
With honours crown'd and blest with leftgtfa of yeaxs, 
Save, that she liv'd to feel, in life's decay. 
The pleasure die, the honours drop away ; 
A Matron she, whom every village-wife 
View'd as the help and guardian of ha life ; 
Fathers and sons, indebted to her aid. 
Respect to her and her profession paid ; ' 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PART III.l THB PARISH BBOISTBIt. 123 

Who in tbe hm^e of jdenty largely fed, 
Yet took her «toti©o at the pauper's bed ; 
Nor firom that duty could be briVd again, 
While fear or danger urg'd her to remain : 
In her experience all her friends rdied, 
Heaven was her help and nature was her guide. 

Thus Leah liv'd ; long trusted, mndi caress'd, 
Till a Town-Dame a youthful Farmer blesp'd ; 
A g^y vain bride, who would example give 
To that poor Village where she deign'd to. live ; 
Some &w months past, she sent, in hour of need. 
For Doctor Glibb, , who came with wond'rous speed : 
Two days he waited^ all his art applied. 
To save the mother when her infant ^died :-^^ 
" TPwas well I came," at last he deign'd to say ; 
^ Twas wond*ro«s well;"-''«-and proudly rode away. 

The news i^an round ;^*^*^ How vast the Doctor's pow'r !" 
" He sav'd the Lady in the trying hour ; 
'^ Sav'd her from death, when she was dead to hope, 
'' And her fond htjsband had resigned her up : 
^' So all, like ber, may evil fate defy, • . 
" If Doctor GlUb, with saving hand, be nigh/* 

Fame (now his friend), fear, novelty, and whim, 
And fashion, sent the varying sex to him : 
From tiiifs, contention in the village rose; 
And these f the Dame espoused ; the Doctor tkQSc : 
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The wealthier part, to him and science went ; 
With luck and her the poor remain'd content. ' 

The Matron sigh'd; for she was vex'd at hearty 
With 30 much profit, so much fame, to part ; 
" So long successful in my art," she cried, 
^' And this proud man, so young and $o untried V* 

** Nay," said the Doctor, " dare you trust your wires, 
".The joy, the pride, the solace of your lives^ 
" To one who acts and knows no reason why, 
" But trusts, poor hag !, to luck for an ally ?— ^ 
" Who, on experience, can her claims advance, 
" And.own the powers of accident and chance? 
** A^ whining dame, who prays in danger's view, 
*' (A proof she knows not what heside to do ;) 
" What's her experience i In the time that's gone^ 
" Blundering she wrought and atiU she blunders oq:— 
" And what is Nature? One who acts in aid 
*^ Of gossips half asleep, and half afraid ; 
'' With such allies I scorn my fame to blend, 
^* Skill is my luck and courage is my friend : 
*' No slave to Nature, 'tjs my chief delight, 
*^ To win my way and act in her despite : — ^ 

" Trust then my art, that, in itself complete, 
** Needs no assistance and fears no defeat." 

Warm'd by her well-spiced ale and aiding pipe^ 
The angry Matron grew for contest ripe. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



t>A&T III.] THE PARISH. BEGISTEE. 125 

" Can you/' she said, " ungrateful and unjust, 
" Before experience, ostentation trust ? 
'^ What is your hazard, foolish daughters, tell t 
'* If safe, you're certain; if secure, you 're well: 
'^ That I have luck must friend and foe conf<&ss, 
" And what 's good judgment but a Mcky guess ? 
" ffe boasts biit what he can do: — will you run 
*^ From me, your friend ! who, all ke boasts, have done i 
'^ By proud and learned woiids his powers are known; 
'' By healthy boys and handsome girls jny own : 
^* Wives! fathers! children! by my help, yon live ) 
'* Has this pale Doctor more than life to give ? 
** No stunted cripple hops, the Village round ; 
'' Your hands are active and your heads are sound : 
" My lads are all your fields and flocks require; 
'^ My lasses all those sturdy lads admire* 
^' Can this proud leech, with all his boasted skill, 
" Amend the soul or body, wit or will? 
*' Does he, for courts the sons of farmers frame^ 
"^ Or make the daughter difi*er from the dame? 
'' Or, whom he brings into this world of wo, 
'' Prepares he them their part ta undergo; 
*' If not, this stranger from your doors repel, * 

*' And be content to be and to heweUJ* 

She spake; but, ah ! with words too strong and plain ; 
Her warmth offended, and her truth was vain : 
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The many feft Her, and the Mendly few, 
' If never colder, yet they older grew; 
Till, unemploy'd, she felt her spirits dvdop. 
And took, insidious aid ! th' inspiring cup ; 
Grew poor and peevish as her powers* deci^M, 
And propped the tottering fVaine with stronger aid,— 
Then died !r— I saw our parefui swains convey, 
From this our changeful world, th^ Matron's cJay, 
Who to this world, at least) with equal care. 
Brought them its changes, good a^d iH to ^Mre* 

Now to his grave, was 'Btoffst G^ conv«y*d, 
And strong resentment's lingering spirit laid; 
Shipwrecked in^ youth, he home returned, and found 
His Brethren-three, — ^and thrice th^ wisbM him drown'd. 
" Is this a landman's love? Be certain then> 
" We part for everl^* — and they cried, * Ameni* 

His words were truth's : — Some fcwrty summerB fled. 
His hrethren died; his kin supposed him dead : 
Three nephews^ these, one sprightly niece, and one. 
Less near in blood — ^they oall'd him sufly^ John ; 
He work'd in;wOods apart from all his kind^ 
Fierce were his looks and moody was hift^mind. 

For home, the Saihr now began toagh:—- 
" The dogs are dead, and I'll return and die ; 
*' When all I have, my gains, in yedrs of care, 
" The youager Cuffs with kinder souls shall share : — 
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" Yet hold ! I'm rich ; — with one consent theyU say, 
" * You 're welcome, Unde, as the flowers in May/ 
" No ; ril disguise me> be in tatters dress'd, 
*' And best befriend the lads who treat me best.'* 

Now all his kindred, — neither rich nor poor, — 
Kept the wolf want some distance &om the door. 

In piteous plight he knock'd at Gearge^s gate. 
And begg'd for aid, as he described his state : — 
But stem was George^ — ' Let them who had thee strongs 

* Hdp thee to drag, thy weakened frame along; 

' To us a stranger, while your limbs would move, 
' From us depart and try a stranger's love:' — 

* Ha! dost thou murmur ?'-^for, in Rager^s thix>at^ 
Was " Rascal r rising with disdainful note. 

To pious Jmneshe then his prayer address'd ; — 

* Good-lack/ quothJamef, ^ thy sorrows pierce my breast; 
' And, had I wealth, as have my brethren twain, 

* One board- should feed. us and one roof contain : 

* But plead I will thy cause and I will pray : 

' And so farewell ! Heaven help thee on thy way !* 
" Scoundrel!" said Roger ^ (but apart); — and told 

His case to Peter /-^Peter too was cold : — 

^ The rates are high; we have a^many poor; 

^ But I wifl think,' — he said, and shut the door. 
Then th^ gay Niece^ the seeming Pauper press'd;-— 

*^ Turn, Nanct/f turn, and view this form distress'd r 
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** Akm to thine is this, declining frame, 
" And this poor beggar claims an Uncle's nameJ^ 
X 'Avaunt! begone I' the courteous maiden said, 
^ Thou vile impostor! Unclie Roger's dead : 

* I hate thee, beast; thy look, my spirit shocks! 
' Oh! that I. saw thee starving in the stocks]' 

" My gentle niece !" he said ;— and sought the wood.—* 
** I hunger, fellow; prithee, give me food !'V 
' Give! am I rich? This hatchettake^ and try 

* Thy proper strength, nor give those limbs the lie; 

* Work, feed thyself, to thine own powers appeal, 

' Nor whine out woes, thine own right-hand can heal t 

* And while that hand is thine and thine a leg, 

* Scorn, of the proud or of the base to beg.* 

" Come, surly John^ thy wealthy kiiism^ view,'* . 
Old Rflg^r said : — ^* thy words are brave and, true;, 
^ Come, live with me : we *11 vex those scoundrel-boy^, 
** And that prim Shrew shall, envying, hear our joys.— . 
** Tobacco's glorious fume, all day we '11 share, 
'' With beef and brandy kill all kinds of care; 
f' We'll beer and biscuit on our table heap, 
** And rail at rascals, till we fall askep." 

Such was their life: but when the Woodman dicd^ 
His grieving kin for Roger's smiles applied-— 
In vain; he shut, with stem rebuke, the door. 
And dying, built a refuge for the poor j 
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With this restriction^ 'Riat no Ctfff^ Akonld AiBie : 
One meal, pr shelter for one moment, theve» 

My Record ends :•— But hark ! e'en now I hear 
The bell of death, and know not whose to fear : 
Our farmers all, and ail our hinds Ware weU; 
In no man's cottage, danger seem'd to dwell ; — 
Yet death of man proclaim these heayy chimes. 
For thrice they soun^ With pausing space, three tittes. 
'* Go ; of my Sexton seek^ Whose days atre sped ?'— 
'' What ! he, himself !--and is dd DiibU dead?" 
His eightieth year he reach*dy still undecay'd. 
And rectors five to one clo$e vault convey'd : — 
But he is gone ; his pare and sldU I lose, . 
And gain a mournful subject for my Muse: 
His masters lost, he 'd oft in turn deplore. 
And kindly add, — ^ Heaven grant, I losfe no more !' 
Yet while he spake, a sly and pleasant glahce 
Appeared at varisop^, with hi& complaisance; 
For, as he told thdr iate and tarying worth. 
He archly lookM,— ' I yet may bear thee forth.* 
" When first** — (he so began) — *^ my trade I plied, 
*' Good mastet Addle was the pariish-gnide ; 
" His clerk and sexton, I bdieM with fear^ 
** His stride majelstic and his frown severe; 
'^ A noble* pilkir of the church he sftood, 
*^ Adorn'd wit^ college^gown and paristnbDod 
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" Then, as he pac'd the hallow'd aisles about, 

*^ He fiird the sevenfold surplice fsurly out! 

'' But in his pulpit, i^earied down with prayer, 

^' He sat and seem'd as in his study's chair; 

^' For while the anthem swelled and when it ceas'd, 

" Th' expecting people viewed their slumbering priest :— 

^' Who, dozing, died. — ^Our Parson Peelevras next; 

" ' I will not spare you,' was his favourite text; 

'^ Nor did he spare, but rais'd them many a pound ; 

*' Ev'n me he mulct for my poor rood of ground ; 

" Yet car'd he nought, but with a gibing speech, 

^* ' What should I do,' quoth he, ' but what /preach?' 

** His piercing jokes (and he'd a plenteous store) 

*' Were daily ofFer'd both to rich and poor; 

" JHis scorn, his Ipve, in playful words he spoke; 

** His pity, praise, and promise, were a joke: 

" But though so young and blest with spirits high, 

" He died as gr&ve as any judge could die*: 

'^ The strong attack subdued his livdy powers^— 

^' His was the grave, and Doctor Grandspear ours. 

" Then were there golden times the village round ; 
/^ In his abundance all appear'd t' abound; 
'^ Liberal and rich, a plenteous board he spread, 
" E'en cool Dissenters at his table fed ; 
" Who wish'd, and hop'd, — and thought a man so kind^ 
" A way to Heaven, though not their own, might find ; 
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<' To them, to aU, he was poilite and free, 
** Kind to the poor, and, ahl most kind to me : — • 
^< ' Ralph; would he say, ' Ralph Dibble, thou art old; 
*' ^ That doublet fit, 'twill keep thee from the cold : 
*^ * How does my Sexton i — ^What ! the times are hard ; 
*^ ' Drive that stout pig and pen him in thy yard.' 
*^ But most, his Rev'rence lov'd a mirthful jest: — 
** * Thy coat is thin; why, man thou'rt 6are^. drest; 
** ^ It's worn to th' thread! but I h^ve nappy beer; 
" ' Clap that within and see how they will wear!' 

^ Gay days were these ; but they were quickly past: 
^' When first he came, we found he couldn't last : 
*^ A whoreson cough (and at the fall of leaf) 
*^ Upset him quite : — but what 's the gain of grief? 

" Then came the Author' Rector; his delight 
'' Was all in books ; to read them, or to write : 
'' Women and men he strove alike to shun, 
'* And hurried homeward when his tasks were done : 
^' Courteous enough, but careless what he said, 
'* For points of learnfug he reserved his head ; 
'' And when addressing either poor or rich, 
^ He knew no better than bis cassock which ; 
'' He, like an osier, was of pUant kind, 
^* Erect by nature, but to bend inclin'd ; 
*^ Not like a creeper falling to. the ground^ 
^ Or meaaly catching cm the neighbours round ^-^ 
5 
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" Careless was he of surplice, hood, and band, — 
'' And kindly took them as they ciune to hand : 
*' Nor, like the doctor, wore a world of hat, 
^ As if he sought for dignity in that : 
" He talk'd, he gave, but not with cautioiis rules : 
" Nor turned frota gypsies, vagaboiids, or fools; 
" It was his nature, but they thought it whim, 
'^ And so our beliux and beauties tAttCA from him : 
" Of questions, much he wrote, profound and dark, — 
" How spake the Serpent, and where stopp'd the Ark ; 
'^ From what far Icoid the Queen of Sheba came ; 
" Who Salem's Priest, and what his father's name ; 
" He made the. Song of Soiig^ its mysteries yield, 
" And Revelations, to the world, reveaFd. 
" He sleeps i' the aisle, — ^but not a stone records 
'^ His name or fame, his actions or his words : 
" And truth, your Reverence, when I look around, 
*' And mark the tombs in our sepulchral ground, 
" (Though dare I not of one man's hope to doubt,) 
" I*d join the party who repose without, 

** Next came a Youth froni Cambridge, and, in truth, 
'^ He was a sober and a comely youth ; 
'^ He blush'd in meekness as a modest man, 
'^ And gain'd attention ere his task began ; 
" When preaching, seldom ventured on refMroof, 
** But tooch'd his neighbours tenderly enough. 
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^^ Him, in his youth, a olaQiorous s^t ^ss^'d, 

*' AdvisM and censur'd, flattcr*d, — ^and prevaii'd. — 

^^ Then did he much his sober bearers vex, 

'^ Confound the simple, and the sad perplex ; 

'' To a new style l^s Reverence rashly took ; 

" Loud grew his voice, to threat'ning swell'd his look ; 

'' Above, beloTtr, on dther side, he gaz'd, 

'' Amazing ^11, and most himself ama9s*d : 

'^ No more he read his pn^chments pure and plain, 

'' But launch'd outright and rose and sank again : 

" At times he smil'd in scorn, at times he wept, 

^' And such sad coil with words of vengeance kept, 

" That our best sleeper^ started aa they slept. . 

*' ^ Conviction comes like lightning,* he would cry ; 
'^ * In vain you seek it, and in vain you fly; 
'' ' 'Tis like the rushing of the mighty wind, 
" ' Unseen its prpgress, but its power you find; 
*^ * It strikes th« child ere yet its reason wakes : 
'' * His reason fled, the ancient sire it shakes; 
" * The ptQud, leam'd man, and him who loves to kpow 
<< ^ Hdw and from whence these gusts of grace will bl^w, 
'* ' It shuns, — ^but sinners in their way impedes, 
^' ^ And sots and harlots visits in their deeds: ^ 
'' ^ Of faith and penwo^ it supplies the place; 
" ' Assures the. vilest that they live by grace, 
'' 'And, without mnnii^ i9itkes them win the race.' 
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" Stich was tbe doctrine our young prophet taught ; 
'* And here conviction, thA-e confusion wrought ; 
^' When his thin cheek assum'd a deadly hue, 
" And all the rose to one small spot withdt-ew : 
" They call'd it hectic 5 'twas a fiery flush, 
" More fix'd And deeper than the maiden blush ; 
** His paler lips the pearly teeth disclos'd, 
" And laVring lungs the length'ning speech opposed ^ 
" No more his span-girth shanks and quiv'ring thigte 
" Upheld a body of the smaller size; 
" But down he sank upon his dying-bed, 
" And gloomy crotchets fill'd his wandering bead. — 

" * Spite of my feith, all^aving faith,' he cried, 
" ' I fear of worldly works the wicked pride; 
*' * Poor as I am, degraded, abject, blind, 
" * The good I Ve wrought still rankles in my mind ; 
« ' My alms-deeds all and every deed I've done, 
" ' My moral-rags defile me every one ; 
" * It should not be : — ^what say'st thou i tell me, Ralph.' 
" Quoth I, * Your Reverence, I believe, you're safe; 
" ^ Your faith's your prop, nor have you pass'd such 

'^'ttme^ 
*' ^ In life's good-works as swell them to a crime* 
" * If I of pardon for my sins were sure, 
^^ * About my goodness I would rest secure.' 

" Such was his end ; and mine approaches fast; 
** I 've seen my best of preachers, — and my last" — 
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He bow'd, and archly smird at what he said^ 
Civil but sly :— * And is old Dibble dead?' 

Yes! he is gone : and we are going all ; 
Like flowars we wither and like leaves we fall ;— 
Here, with an infant, joyful sponsors come. 
Then bear the new-made Christian to its hom«; 
A few short years and we behold him stand, 
To ask a blessing, with his Bride in hand : 
A few, still seeming shorter, and we hear 
His widow weeping at her husband's bier: — 
Thus, as the months succeed, shall infants take 
Their names ; ' thus parents shall the child forsake; 
Thus brides again and bridegrooms blithe shall kneel, 
By love or law compell'd their vows to seal, 
Ere I again, or one like me, explore 
Tiiese simple Annalsof the Village Poor. 
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When the sad soul, by care and grief oppressed. 

Looks round the world, but looks in vain, for rest ; 

When every object that appears in view. 

Partakes her gloom and seemi dejected too ; 

Where shall affliction from itself retire f ' 

Where fade away and placidly expiiTe f 

Alas ! we fly to silent scenes in vain. 

Care blasts the honours of the flow'ry plain ; 

Care veils in clouds the sun's meridian beam. 

Sighs through the grove and murmurs in the stream ; 

For when, the soul is labouring in despair. 

In vain the body breathes a purer air : 

No storm-tost sailor sighs for slumbering seas, — 

He dreads the tempest, but invokes the breeze ; 
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On the smooth mirror of the deep resides 
Reflected wo, and o'er unruffled tides 
The ghost of every former danger glides. 
Thus, in the calms of life, we only see " 
A steadier image of our misery; 
But lively gales and gently-clouded skies, 
Disperse the sad reflections as they rise ; 
And busy thoughts and little cares avail 
To ease the mind, when rest and reason feiL 
When tl^e dull thought, by no designs employed. 
Dwells on the past, or suffered or enjoyM, 
We bleed anew in every former grief. 
And joys departed furnish no relief. 

Not Hope herself, with all her flattering art, , 
Can cure this stubborn sickness of the heart : 
The soul disdains eadi coi&fort she prepares, 
And anxious searches for congenial cares ; 
Those lenient cares, which, with our own combin'd. 
By mixM sensations ease th' afflicted mind^ 
And steal our grief away and leave their own behind ; 
A lighter grief ! which feeling hearts endure 
Without regret, nor e'en demand a cure. 

But what strange art, what magic can dispose • 
The troubled mind to change its native woes f 
Or lead us willing from ourselves^ to see 
Others more wretched, more undone than we i 
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This, books can do ; — ^nor this alone ; they giY« 
New views to life, and teach us how to hve'; 
They soothe the grtev'd, the stubborn they chastise, 
Fools they admonish, and con6rm the wise : 
Their aid they yield to all : they never shun 
The man of sorrow nor the wretch undone : 
Unlike the hard, the selfish, and the proud. 
They fly not sullen from the suppliant crowd ; 
Nor tell to various people various things. 
But show to subjects, what they show to kings. 

Come, Child of Care ! to make thy soul serene, 
Approach the treasures of this tranquil scene ;• 
Survey the dome, and, as the doors unfold. 
The soul's best cure, in all her cares, behold ! 
Where mental wealth the poor in thought may find. 
And mental. physic the diseasM in mind ; 
See here the balms that passion's wounds s[ssuage; 
See coolers here, that damp the fire of rage^ 
Here alt'ratives, by slow degreeis controul 
The chronic habits of the sickly soul ; 
And round the heart and o'er the aehing head, 
Mild opiates here their sober influence shed. 
Now bid thy soul man's busy scenes exclude. 
And view composed this silent multitude : — 
Silent they are, but, though' deprived of sound. 
Here all the living languages abound ; 
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/ . 

Here all that live no more; preserved they lie, 
In tombs that open to the curious eye. 

Blest be the gracious Power, who taught mankind 
To stamp a lasting image of the mind! — 
Beasts may convey, and tuneful birds may sing, 
Their mutual feelings, in the opening spring; 
But man alone has skill and power to send 
The heart's warm dictates to the distant friend : 
Tis his alone to please, instruct, advise, 
Ages remote and nations yet to rise. 

In sweet repo'se, when labour's children sleep, 
When joy forgets to smile and care to weep, 
When passion slumbers in the lover's breast. 
And fear and guilt partake the balm of rest. 
Why then denies the studious man to share 
Man's common good, who feels his common care? 

Because the hope is his, that bids him fly 
Night's soft repose and sleep's mild power defy; 
That after-ages may repeat his praise. 
And fame's fair meed be his, for length of days. 
Delightful prospect! when we leave behind, 
A worthy offspring of the fruitful mind ! 
Which, born and nurs*d through many an anxious day, 
Shall all our labour, all our care repay. 

Yet all are not these births of noble kind. 
Not all the children of a vigorous mind; 
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But where the wisest should alone preside/ > 
The weak would rule its, and the blind would guide ;( 
Nay, man's best efforts taste of man^ and show 
The poor and troubled source from which they flow : 
Where most he triumphs, we his wants perceive, 
And for his weakness in his wisdom grieve. 
But though imperfect all ; yet wisdom loves 
This seat serene,' and virtue's self aj^roves :— . 
Here come the griev*d, a change of thought to find ; 
The curious here, to feed a craving mind ; 
Here the devout their peaceful temple choose ; 
And here tiie poet meets his favouring muse. 

With awe, around these silent walks I tread; 
These are the lasting mansions of the dead :-^ 
' The dead,* methinks a thousand tongues reply; . 
' These are the tombs of such as cannot die! 

* Crown'd with eternal fame, they sit sublime^ 

* And laugh at all the little strife of time.' 

Hail, then, immortals ! ye who shine above. 
Each, in his sphere, the literary Jove ; 
And ye the common people of these skies, 
A humbler crowd of nameless deities ; 
Whether 'tis yours to lead the willing mind 
Through history** mazes, and the timings find; 
Or whether, led by science, ye retire. 
Lost and bewildered in the vast desire ; 
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Whether the Mijse invites you to her howers. 
And cmwns yonr placid brows with living flowers; 
Or godlike wisdom teaches yon to show 
The nohlest road to happiness bdow; 
Or men and manners prompt the easy page 
To mark the ftjnng follies of the age : 
Whatever good ye boasrt, that good impart; 
Inform the head and rectify the heart. 

Lo! all in silence, all in order stand, 
And mighty folios first, a lordly band; 
Then quartos their welUorder'd ranks maiiOtain, 
And light octaTOs.fiU a spacious plain : 
See yonder^ rang'd in more frequented rows, 
A humbler band of duodecimos ; 
While uiidistinguish'd trifles swell the scene, 
'The last new play and fritter'd mi^azine. 
Thus 'tis in life, where first the proud, the great,^ 
In leagued assembly keep their cumbrous state ; 
Heavy and huge, they fill the world witfc dread. 
Are much admired and are but little read : 
The commons next, a middle rank, are found ; 
Professions fimitfulpotir their offspring round ; 
Reasoners and wits are next their place allowM, 
And last, of vulgar tribes a countless crowd. 

First, let us view the form, the size, the dress> 
Foi*, these the manners, nay the mind express ; 
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That weight of wood, with leathern coat o'erlaid; 
Those ample clasps, of solid metal made ; 
The close-press'd leaves, unclos'd for many an age j 
The dull red edging of the well-filPd page ; 
On the broad back the stubborn ridges rolFd, 
Where yet the title stands in tarnished gold ; 
These all a sage and labour'd work proclaim, 
A painful candidiELte for lasting fame : 
No idle wit, no trifling verse can lurk 
In the deep bosom of that weighty work ; 
No playful thoughts degrade the solemn style. 
Nor one li^t sentence claims a transient smile. 
Hence, in these times, untouched the pages lie, 
And slumber out their immortality: 
They had their day, when, after all his toil. 
His morning study, and his midnight oil, 
At length an author's one great work appeared. 
By patient hope, and length of days, emdear'd : 
Expecting nations bailed it from the press ; 
Poetic friends prefixed each kind address ; 
Princes and kings received the ponderous gifti, 
And ladies read the work, they could not lift* 
Fashion, though folly's child, andf guide of fools. 
Rules e'en the wisest, and in learning ruks ; 
Frpm crowds and courts to wisdom's seat she goes. 
And reigns ti;ium{d2ant o'er Her motiber's foes. 

\ 
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For lo! these fav'vited of tbe imdeat mode 
Lie all neglected like tbe BirthHiaf^ Od^^ 
Ah ! ne^lesa now thi^ weight of massy ohaia * ; 
Safe in themselves, the oiice4(>y'd woAs randbi; 
No'reader^' how inVade thfeir still retreat, 
None try to stefel them from their parent-^seat; 
Like ancient beauties, they may now diseacd 
Chains, bolts, and locks, and lie wi&o^t a giiior^ 
Our patient fathersi trifliog Uiemes laid by> 
And roird, o'er latoour'd works, th' attentive eyc)^ 
Page after pagey the mhnoh-'eiidtiring mem 
Explor'dj the deeps and shallows of the peli; 
Till, every former note and comment knoWn^ 
They mark'd the spacious margin with ^eir owtt : 
Minute correctiojis} provM dteir stndioaa care; 
The little index, pointing, tbid as Wh^rei 
And m^y an emendation show'd, the age 
LookM far beyond the mbtic t»tle^page« 
Our nicer palates lighter labours se^, 
Clo/d with a £^o*iVbmder once a week ^ < 
Bibles, vmiii cuts dnd eomni:enifl^ thus g<^ down; 
E'en light Yoltair^ i» numbered tkrougb the tvwn : 
Thus physic fties abroad^ aiid thud the lawy 

From men of^vdy and from mem df islaraw^ 

^. ■ . » ■ ' ■ . > , . — r ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ■'■■ ■ ■ ' ■ 

* In the ihore ancient libraries, works of value and importance 
were fastened to ilieir pla!<s«s b)r k lelkg«h ^f «lito ; aM ^^lil fcoM- 
penised^ but not .taken away. 
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Abstracts^ abridgmcfntts, please the fickle times. 
Pamphlets and plays and politics mid rhymes : 
But though to write be now a task of ease, 
The task is hard by manly arts to please, 
When all our weakness is exposed to view, 
And half our judges are our rivals too. 

Amid these work&, on whiclrthe eager eye 
Delights to fix, or gli^s reluctant by, . 
When all coiAbin'd, their decent pomp display, 
Where shall we first our early off'riog pay ?•— 

To thee. Divinity! to thee, the light 

And guide of mortids, tliroiigh their mental night; 

By whom we learn, our hopes and fears to guide; 

To bear with pain and to contend with pride ; 

When griev'd, to priy ; when injur'd, to forgive; 

And with the world in charity to live- 
Not truths like di^ese inspired that numerous riu:e, 
Whose pious laboors fill this ample space ; 
But questions nice, where doubt on doubt aro66, 
AwakM to war the long-contending foes. 
For dubious meanings, leam'd polonies strove, 
And wars on faith prevented works of lov^ ; 
The brands of discord fair around were hurFd, 
And holy wrath inflam- d a sinful world : — 
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Doll though impatient, peevisb though devout,. 
With wit disgusting and despis'd without; 
Saints in design, in execution, men. 
Peace in their looks and vengeance in their pen. 

Methinks I see, and sicken at. the sight. 
Spirits of spleen from yonder pile alight; 
Spirits who prompted every damning page, 
With pontiff pride and still-increasing rage : 
Lo ! how they stretch their gloomy wings around. 
And lash witli furious strokes the trembling ground ! 
They pray, they fight, they murder, and they weep,- 
Wolves in their vengeance, in their manners sheep ; 
Too well they act the prophet's fatal part, 
Denouncing evil with a zealous heart; 
And each, like Jonas, is displeas'd if God 
Repent his anger, or withhold his rod. 

But here, the dormant fury rests unsought,. 
And zeal sleeps soundly by the foes she fb.ught ; 
Here all the rage of controversy ends. 
And rival zealots rest like bosom-friends : 
An Athanasian here, in deep repose. 
Sleeps with the fiercest of his Arian foes; 
Socinians here with Calvinists abide. 
And thin partitions angry chiefs divide ; 
Here wily Jesuits simple Quakers meet. 
And BeUarmine has rest at LtAher's feet. 
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Great authors, for the Church's glory fir'd, 
Are, for the Church's peace, to rest retir'd; 
And close beside, a mystic, maudlin race. 
Lie, " Crumbs of Comfort for the Babes of Grace." 

Against her foes. Religion well defends 
Her sacred truths, but often fears her friends ; 
If learn'd, their pride, if weak^ their zeal she dreads, 
And their hearts' weakness, who have soundest heads 
But most she fears the controversial pen. 
The holy strife of disputatious men; 
Who the blest Gospel's peaceful page explore, 
Only to fight against its precepts more. 

Near to these seats, behold yon slender frames. 
All closely fiU'd and mark'd with, modem names ; 
Where no fair science ever shows her face. 
Few sparks of genius and no spark of grace ; 
There sceptics rest, a still*increasing throng. 
And stretch their widening wings ten-thousand strong : 
Some in close fight their dubious claims maintain ; . 
Some skirmish lightly, fly and fight again; . 
Coldly profane and impiously gay. 
Their end the same, though various in their way. 

When first Religion came to bless,the land^ 
Her friends were then a firm believing band ; 
To doubt was, then, to plunge in guilt extreme. 
And all was gospel that a monk could dream j 
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Insulted Reason fled the groyning iK)vi, 
For Fear to guide and visions to control : 
But now, when Reason has assum'd her throne, 
She, in her turn, demands tq reign alone ; 
Rejecting all that lies beyond her view, 
And, being judge, will be a witness too : 
Ini^ulted Faith then leaves the doubtful mind, 
To seek for truth, without a power to find : 
Ah ! when will both in ftierfdly beams unite,' 
And pour on erring man resistless light i 

Next to the seats, well stor^ with works divine^^ 
An ample space. Philosophy ! is thine; 
Our reason's guide, by whose assisting light 
We trace the moral bounds of wiong and right ; 
Our guide through nature, from the sterile day, 
To the bright orbs of yon celestial way I 
Tis thine, the great, the golden chain to traGe> 
Which runs through all, connecting race with racej 
Save where those puzzling, stubborn links remain. 
Which thy inferior light pursues in vaUn : — 
How vice and virtue in the soul contend ; 
How widely differ, yet how nearly blend ! 
What various passions war on either part, 
And now confirm, now melt the yielding heart : 
How fimcy loves around the world to sto^ay, 
While judgment slowly picks his sober way; 
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The Stores of memoFy ^nd the flights sublime 
Of genius, bound by »ather space nor time; — ; 
All these, diyine Philosophy explores, 
Till, lost in awe, she wonders and adores. 
From thes^ descending to the earth, she turns, 
And matter, in its various form, discerns ; ' 
She parts the beamy ligkt with skiU profound. 
Metes the thin air and weighs die flying sound; 
^Tis hers, the lightning from the clouds to call. 
And teach the -fiery mischief where to fell. 

Yet more her rduines teach, — on these We look 
As abstracts drawn fix>m Nature's larger book: 
Here, first described, thel torpid eaith appears. 
And next, the Tegetafole^robe it wears ; 
Where flowery tribes, in Tallies, fields and groves, 
Nurse the sttB flame, and feed the silent loves ; 
Loves, where no grief, nor joy, nor bliss, nor pain, 
Warm the glad heart or vex the labouring brain ; 
But as the green iblood moves along the blade. 
The bed of Flora on the branch is made; 
Where, without passion, love instinctive lives. 
And gives new life, unconscipus that it gives. 
Advancing still in:Nature's maze, we trace. 
In dens and burning plains, her savage-race ; 
With those tame-tribes who on their lord attend, 
And^nd^ in man, amasterandafhend: 
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Man crowns the scene, a world of wonders new, 
A moral world, that well deoaands our view. 

This world is here; for, of more lofty kind. 
These neighbouring volumes reason on the mind ; 
They paint the state of man ere yet endued 
With knowledge ;-Tinan, poor, ignorant, and rude; 
Then, as h;s s^te improves, their pages swell, . - 
And all its cares, and all its coniforts, tell: 
Here we behold how inexperience b^ys, 
At little price, the wisdom of the wise; 
Without the. troubles of an active state, 
Without the; cares and dangers of the great. 
Without the miseries of the poor, we know 
What wisdom, wealth, a^d poverty bestow j 
We see how reason calms the raging vfiiu!^, 
, And how contending passions urge n]iaiikind; 
Some, won l)y virtue, glow with sacried fire; 
Some, lured by vice, indulge th^ low desire ; 
Whilst others, won by either, now pursue / 

The guilty chace^ now keep the good in view; 
For ever wretched, with themselves at strife, 
They lead a puzzled, vex'd, uncertain life ; 
For, transient vice bequeaths a. lingering pain, , 
Which tiansient virtue seeks to cure in v£»n, 

Whilst thus engaged, high views enlarge the soul. 
New interests draw, new principles control : 
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Nor thus the soul alone resigns her grief. 
But here the tortur'd bpdy>£lnds relief; 
For see where yonder sage Arachn^ shapes 
Her subtile gin, that not a fly escapes ! 
There Physic fills the spacer and far around. 
Pile above pile, her learned works abound : 
Glorious their aim — ^to ease the labouring heart ; 
To war with death and stop his flying dart; 
To trace the source when^ce the fierce contest grew, v 
And life's short lease pn easier terms renew; 
To calm the frenzy of the burning bi:ain ; 
, To heal the tortures of imploring pain; 
Or, when more powerful ills all eflbrts bray^ 
To ease the victim no device can save. 
And smooth the stormy passage to the grave. 

But man, who knows no good unmix'd and pure. 
Oft finds a poison where he sought a cure ; 
For, grave deceivers lodge their labours here. 
And cloud the science they pretend to clear : 
3courges for sin, the solemn tribe are sent ; 
Like fire and storms, they call us to repent ; 
But storms subside, and fires forget to rage. 
These are eternal scourges of the age : 
'Tis not enough that each terrific hand 
Spreads desolation round a guilty land ; 
But, train'd to ill, and hardened by its crimes. 
Their pen relentless kilk through future times. 
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Say ye^ who search tliese xecofds of vthe dead, 
Who read huge works, to boast what ye hare read ; 
Can all the real ksiowledge ye possess. 
Or those (if such t^e^e) ^faonuNre than guess, 
Atone for each impostor's wild mistakes, 
And mend the blundere pride or folly makes ? 

What thought so wild, what airy dream so light. 
That will not prompt a theorist to write ? 
What art so preTcdent, what proof so strong. 
That will convince him his attempt is wrong ? 
One in the solids finds each lurking ill. 
Nor grants the passive fluids power to kill ; 
A learned friend some •subtler reason brings. 
Absolves the channds, but ccmdemRS their springs ; 
The subtile n^ves, that shun the doctor's eye. 
Escape no moi^e his subtler theory ; 
The vital heat, that warms the labouring heart. 
Lends a fair system to these sons of art ; 
The vital air, a pure and subtile stream. 
Serves a foundation for an airy scheme. 
Assists the doctor, and suppprts his dream. 
Some have their favourite ills, and each disease 
Is but a younger branch that kills from 4bese : 
One to the gout contracts aU human pain. 
He views it raging in the fraiitic hra^ ; 
Finds it ia fiereis all his .efforts maor, ^ 
And sees it lurking in ^ cfAi catanh : 
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Bilious by some^ by olhen nervouft seen, 
Rage the fantastic demons ef die spleen; 
And every symptom of the strange disease 
With emery system of the sage agrees. 

Ye frigid tribe, on whom I wasted long 
The tedious hours and ne'er indulged in song ; 
Ye fii^t seducers of my eaisj )ieai% 
Who promis'd knowledge, ye could not impart ; 
Ye dull deluders, truth's destructive foes; 
Ye sons of fiction, clad in stupid prose ; 
Ye treacherous leaders, who, yourselves in doubt. 
Light up false fires and send us far .about; — 
Still may yon spider round your pages spin^ 
Subtile and slow, her emblematic ^n ! 
Buried in dust and lost in silence, dwell. 
Most potent, grave, and reverend friends — fareweQ ! . 

Near these, and where the setting sun displays, 
Through the dim window, his departing rays. 
And gilds yon columns, there, on either sid^, 
The huge abridgments of ihe Law abide; 
Fruitful aa vice the dread correctors stand, 
And spread their guardian terrors round the land ; 
Yet, as the best that human care can do, 
Is mix'd with error, oft with evil too, 
SkiQ'd in deceit, #and practis'd to evade, 
Knaves stand secure, for whom these laws were made; 
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And justice vainly each expedient tries. 

While art eludes it, or while power defies. 

'V Ah ! happy age," the youthful poet sings, 

" When the free nations knew not laws nor kings; 

When all were blest to share a conunon store, 

And none were prqud of wealth, for no^e were poor; 

No wars, nor tumults vex'd each still domain, . 

No thirst of empire, no desire of gain ; . 

No proud great man, nor one who would be great. 

Drove modest merit from its proper state ; 

Nor into distant climes would avarice roam. 

To fetch delights for luxury at home : 

Bound by no ties which kept the soul in awe. 

They dwelt at liberty, and love was law !" 

" Mistaken youth!" each nation first was rude, 
£ach man a cheerless son of solitude, . 
To whom no joys of social life were known. 
None felt a cai-e that, was not all his own ; 
Or in some languid clime his abject soul 
Bow'd to a little tyrant's stern control ; 
A slave, with slaves bis mon^ch's throne he rais'd, 
And in rude song his ruder idol prais'd; 
The meaner cares of life were all he knew ; 
Bounded his pleasures, and his wishes few : 
But when by slow degrees the arts arose 
And science waken'd from her long reposq ; 
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When commerce, rising from the bed of ease, 
Ran round the land and pointed to the seas ; 
When emulation, bom with jealous eye, 
And avarice, lent their spurs to industry ;: 
Then one by one the numerous laws were made^ 
Those to control; and these to succour trade; 
To curb the insolence of rude command, 
To snatch the victim from the usurer's hand ; 
To awe the bold, to yield the wrong'd redress, 
And feed the poor with luxury^s excess." 

Like isome vast flood, unbounded, fierce, and strong. 
His nature leads ungovern'd man along; 

Like mighty bulwarks made to st^n that tide, 
The laws are form'dand plac'd on eVry side : 

Whene'er it breaks the bounds by these decreed. 

New statutes rise, and stronger law€ succeed ; 

More and more gentle grows the dying stream. 

More and morentrong the rising bulwarks seem; 

Till, like a miner working sure and slow. 

Luxury creeps on, and ruins all below ; 

"the basis sinks, the ample piles decay; 

The stately fabric shakes and falls away ; 

PrimsBval want and ignorance come on, 

But freedom^ that exalts ,the savage Btate, is gone. 

Next, History ranks ; — tbete full in front she lies. 
And every nation her dread tale supplies; 
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Yet History has her doubts^ and every age 
With sceptic queries marks the^passing page; 
Records of old nor later date are clear, 
Too distant those, and these are plac'd tdo near; 
There time conceals the objects from our view^ 
Here our own passions and a writer's too: 
Yet, in these volumes, see how states ardse! 
Guarded by virtue from surrounding foes ; 
Their virtue lost, and of their triumphs vshiy 
Lo! how they sunk to slavery again ! 
Satiate with power, of fiune and wealth possess'd 
A nation grows too glorious to be blest ; 
Conspicuous made, she stands the m»rk c»f all, 
And foes join foes to triumph in her falL 

Thus speaks the page that painte ambiticto's raee. 
The monarch's pride, his glory, his disgracef; 
The headlong course, that madd'ning heroes ntm, 
How soon triumphant, and how soon undone; 
How slaves, tum*d tyrants, offer oxiwns to sale,- 
And each fall'n nation^s melanchdy tede. 

Lo ! where of lirte Ae Book of Mmrl^rs 8tO0d^ 
Old pious tracts, and- Bibles bound b wood; 
.Thei«> such the taste of our degenerate age, 
Stand the profane delusions of the Stage t 
Yet virtue owns the Tragic Muse a^friend,- 
Fable her means, morality her end; 
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Foi this she roles all passions in their tamsi, 
And now the bosom hleeds^ and now it hums ; 
Pity with weeping eye surveys her howl, 
Her anger swells, her terror chills the soul ; 
She makes the vile to virtue yield applause. 
And own her sceptre while^thy break her laws ; 
For vice in others is ahhoorr^d of all, 
And villains trkimph when the worthless fall 

Not thus her sister Comedy jfMrevails, 
Who shoots at folly, for her arrow fails ; 
Folly, by dulness arm'(^, eludes the wound, ' 
And harmless sees the feather'd shafts rebound; 
Unhurt she stands, applauds the archer^s skill. 
Laughs at her malice, and is folly still. 
Yet well ,the Muse pourtrays in fencied scenes, 
What pride will stoop to, what profession means; 
How formal fools the farce of state appkud ; 
How caution watches at the lips of fraud; 
The MTordy variance <rf domestic life; 
The tyrant husband, the retorting wife; 
The snares for innocence, the lie of trade, 
And the smooth tongue's habitual masquerade. 

With her ihe virtues too obtain a place, 
Each gentle passion, each becoming grace; ^ 
The social joy in life's securer road. 
Its easy j^easvre, its substantial good ; 
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The happy thought that conscious virtue gives. 
And all that ought to live, and all that lives* 

But who are these ? Methin^s a noble mien - 
And awful grandeur in their form are seen, 
Now in disgrace : what though by time is spread 
Polluting dust o'er every reverend head; 
What though beneath yon gilded tribe they lie. 
And dull observers pass insulting by : 
Forbid it shame, forbid it decent awe. 
What seems so grave, should no attention draw! 
Come, let us then with reverend step advance. 
And greet — the ancient worthies of Romance. ' 

Hence, ye profane ! I feel a former dread, , 
A thousand visions float around my head r 
Hark ! hollow blasts through empty courts resound. 
And shadowy forms with staring eyes stalk round ; 
See J moats and bridges, walls and castles rise. 
Ghosts, fairies, daemons, dance before our eyes ; 
Lo ! magic verse inscrib'd on golden gate. 
And bloody hand that beckons on to fate; — 
^^ And who art thou, thou little page, unfold i 
" Say, doth thy lord my Claribel withhold? 
'^ Go tell him straight, Sir Knight, thou must resign 
*^ The captive queen ; — ^for Claribel is mine." 
Away he flies ; and now for bloody deeds. 
Black suits of armour, masks, and foaming steeds; 
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The giant falls ; hh reor^rat throat I seize, 

And from his corslet take the massy keys :-— 

Dukes, lords and knights in long procession move. 

Released from hoadage with my virgin love :-^ 

She comes ! she comes ! in al:! the ehaitos of youth, « 

Un^uall'd iove and unsuspected tnxth^! 

Ah ! happy he who thusy in magic themes, 
O'er worlds bewitch'd, in early nature dreams, 
Where wild enchantment waves her patent wand, 
. And fancy's beauties fill her fietiry land ; 
Where doubtful objects strange desires excite, 
And fear and ignorance affi>Fd delight. 

But lost, f0T ever lost, to me these jojrs, 
Which reascm scatters and whieh time destroys. 
Too desrly bought : maturer judgment caUs 
My busied mind from- tales and madrigals ; 
My doughty giants all are »lai& or fled. 
And all my knights, blue, greens, 9ud yeSow, dead! 
No more the midnight fairy tribe I view, 
All in the merry moonshine, tippling dew ; 
E'eja the last lingering fiction of the braii^ 
The church-yard ghost, is now at rest again; 
And all these wayward wsfiderings of my youth, , 
Fly jteason-s power and sbnft the light of truoh. 

With fiction then does reaJ joy refliidci, 
And is our reasoA tbe dekisfte gui4e=f 
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Is it then right to dream the syrens sing^ 
Or mount enraptured on the dragon's wing i 
No, 'tis the infant mind, to care unknown, 
Tliat makes th' imagined paradise its own ; 
Soon as reflections in the bosom rise. 
Light slumbers vanish from the clouded eyes : 
The tear and smile, that once together rose. 
Are then divoi'cM; the bead and heart are foes; 
Enchantment bows to wisdom's serious plan. 
And pain and prudence make and mar the man. 

While thus, of power and fancied empire vain. 
With various thoughts my mind I entertain ; 
While books my slaves, with tyrant hand I sei;^e^ 
Ple^'d with the pride that will not let them please; 
Sudden I find terrific thoughts arise. 
And sympathetic sorrow fills my eyes; 
For, lo! while yet my heart admits the wound, 
I see the Critic army ranged around. 

Foes to our race ! if ever ye have known 
A father's fears for offspring of your own ; — 
If ever, smiling o'er a lucky line. 
Ye thought the sudden sentiment divine, 
Then paus'd and doubted, and then, tir'd of doubt^ 
With rage as sudden dash'd the stanza out ; — . 
If, after fearing much and pausing long, 
Ye ventured on the world your laboured song, 
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And from the crusty critics of those days, 
Implor'd the feeble tribute of their praise; 
Remember now, the fears that mov'd you then^ 
And, spite of truth, let mercy guide your pen. 

What vent'rous race are ours ! what mighty foes 
Lie waiting all around them to oppose ! 
What treacheraus friends betray them to the fight ! 
What dangers threaten them! — ^yet still they write: 
A hapless tribe ! to every evil born. 
Whom villains hate and fools affect to scorn ; 
Strangers they come, amid a world of wo. 
And taste the largest portion ere they go. 

Pensive I spoke, and cast mine eyes around ; 
Thereof, methought, retprn'd a solemn^sound; 
Each column seem'd to shake, and clouds, like smoke. 
From dusty piles and ancient volumes broke; 
Gathering above, like mists condens'd they seem, 
Exhal'd in Summer from the rushy stream ; 
Like flowing robes they now appear, and twine 
Round the large members of a form divine ; 
His silver beard, that swept his aged breast. 
His piercing eye, that inward light expressed. 
Were seen, — but clouds and darkness veil'd the rest. 
Fear chilPd my heart : to one of mortal race. 
How awful seem'd the Genius of the place J 
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So in Cimmerian shores, Ulysses sdw 
His parent-shade, ^d shrunk in pious awe 
Like him I stood, and wrapt in thought profound, 
When from the pitying power hroke forth a solemn 
sound : — 

" Care lives with all ; no rules, no precepts savfe 
The wise from wo, no fortitude the brave ; 
Grief is to man as certain as the grave : 
Tempests and storms in life's whole progress rise, ^ 
And hope shines dimly through overclouded &kies ; 
Some drops of comfort on the favoured fall, 
. But showers of sorrow are the lot of all: 
Partial to talents, then, shdll Heav'n withdraw 
Th' aiBicting rod, or break tljp general law ? 
Shall he who soars, inspired by loftier views, 
Life's little cares and little pains refuse f 
Shall he not rather feel a double share 
Of mortal wo, when doubly apn'd to biear ? 

** Hard is his fate who builds bis peace of minci 
On the precarious mercy of mankind ; 
Who hopes for wild and visionary things, - 
And mounts o'er unknown seas with vent'rous wings : 
But as, of various evils that befali 
The human race, some portion goes to all ; 
To him perhaps the milder lot's assign'd^ 
Who feels his consolation in his mind ; 
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And, lock'd wiibia his bosom^ bears about 

A mental charm for every care without. 

E'en ia the pangs of each domestic grief^ 

Or health or vigprous hope affords relief $ 

And every wound the tortured bosom feel^. 

Or virtue ):^rs, c»: some preserv<er hqals ; 

Some generous friend, or ample power possest ; 

Some feeling heart, that bleeds for the distrest; 

Some breast that glows ^ith virtues all divine ; 

Some noble RUTLAND, Misery's friend and thine. 

" Nor say, the Muse's song, the Poet's pen. 
Merit the scorn they meet from little men. 
With cautious freedom if the numbers flow, 
Not wildly high, nor pitifully low ; 
If vice alone their honest aims oppose. 
Why so asham'd their friends, so loud their foes f 
Happy for men in every age and clime. 
If all the sons of vision dealt in rhyme. 
Go on then. Son of Vision! still pursue 
Thy airy dreams ; the world is dreaming too. 
Ambition's lofty views, the pomp of state. 
The pride of wealth, the splendour of the great, 
Stripp'd of their mask, their cares and troubles known, 
Are visions far less happy than thy own : 
Go on ! and, while the sons of care complain. 
Be wisdy gay and innocently vain ; 
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While serious souls are by their feans undone, 
Blow sportive' bladder* in the beamy sun, 
And call them worlds! and bid the greatest show 
More radiant colours in their worlds below : 
Then, as they break, the slaves of care reprove, 
And tell them, Such are all the toys they love/' 
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£ quibus, hi Vaeirts implent sermonibas aures, 
Ht narrata fenint alii : Mensuraqtie ficti 
CresG^t, et auditia ajiquid novos adjicSt aiict^r : 
niic Credulitas, illlc temerarius Error, 
Vanaque L^tltfa ^At, eoti«teniatique Timores, 
Seditioque receoi, dubioqu^ auctore Susurf i* 

Orid. Metamorph. Lib, xii. 

XX TIME like thk, a busy, bustling time. 
Suits ill with writers, very ill with rhyme: 
Unheard we sing, when party-rage runs strong, 
And mightier madness checks the flowing song : 
Or, should we force the peaceful Muse to wield 
Her feeble ftitns amid the furious field. 
Where party-^pens a wordy war maintain. 
Poor is her anger and her friendship vain ; 
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And oft the foes who feel her sting, combine, 
Till serious vengeance pays an idle line ; 
For party-poets are like wasps, who dart 
Death to themselves and to their foes but smart. 

Hard then our fate: if general themes we choose. 
Neglect awaits the song, and chills the Muse ; 
Or should we sing the subject of the day. 
To-morrow's wonder puffs our praise away. 
More blest the bards of that poetic time. 
When all found readers who could find a rhyme ; 
Green gr^ew the bays on every teeming head, 
And Cibber was enthroned and Settle read. 
Sing, drooping Muse, the cause of thy decline ; 
Why r^ign no more the once-triumphant Ninef 
Alas! new charms the wavering many gain, 
And rival sheets the reader's eye detain ; 
A daily swarm, that banish every Miise, 
Comie flying forth, and mortals call them News : 
Forfhese, unread, the noblest volumes lie ; 
For these, in sheets unsoil'd, the Muses die ; 
' Unbought, unblest, the virgin copies wait 
In vain for fame, and sink, unseen, to fate. 

Since, then, the town, forsakes us for our foes, 
The smoothest numbers for the harshest ()rose; 
Let us, with generous scorn^ the taste deride, 
And sing our rivals with.a rival's pride. 
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Ye gentle poets^ who so oft complain 
That foul neglect is all your labours gain; 
That pity only checks your growing spite 
To erring man, and prompts you still to write; 
That your choice works on humble stalls are laid. 
Or vainly grace the windows of the trade; 
Be ye my friends, if friendship e'er can warm 
Those rival bosoms whom the Muses charm : 
Think of the common cause, wherein we go. 
Like gallant Greeks against the Trojan foe ; 
Nor let one peevish chief his leader blame, 
Till, crown'd with conquest, we regain our fame ;. 
* And let us join our forces to subdue ^ 
This' bold assuming but successful crew. 

I sing of News, and all those vapid -sheets 
The rattling hawker vends through gaping streets ; 
Whatever their name, whatever the time they fly. 
Damp, from the press, to charm the reader's eye : 
For, soon as morning dawns with roseate hue, * 

The Herald of the mom arises too ; 
!PosT after Post succeeds, and, all day long. 
Gazettes and Ledgers swarm, a noisy throng. 
When evening comes, she comes with all her train 
Of Ledgers, Chronicles, and Posts again. 
Like bats, appearing, when the sun goes down. 
From holes obscure and corners of the town. 
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Of all these triflevs, jail like these^ I \nite j 
Oh ! like my fuiiject.oottld my eong driight^ 
The crowd at IjIq^cPs one poet's nam^ dbould m9^. 
And all the JUey echo to hU preine. 

In shoi^s the homes their cosistant numbers briorg^ 
Like insects waking to tk' advancing spring ; 
Which take their rise from grubs obscfine that lie 
In siiallow pools, or thence ascend the sky : 
Such are these b^ae epbemeras, so bom 
T6 die before the njext revolying morn. 

Yet thus they differ : insect-tribes are loat. 
In the fint .visii of a winter's frost ; 
While these remain^ a base but constant breed. 
Whose swarming sons their diu>rt*liv'd sires ^fucceed^ 
No x:hanging season makes their number less, 
Nor Sunday i^^ a Sabbf^th on tbe press ! ! 

Then lo! the smnlied Mp^iTOB.is bom. 
Whose pious fyoe Aoine sacred texts 9dora : 
As artful sinners cloak die secret sin, 
To veil with seeming grace the gnile withm ; 
So Moral Essays on bis front appe$u*. 
But all is eamal busin^eise in the rcfur; 
The fresh-coinM lie, tbe secret whisperM losit^ 
And all the i^eaniogs of tbe ^ix days past. 

With these retir'd, thrragh half <^ Sabbatb^y, 
The London<^}oBDger yawns his houn away : 
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Not so, my little flock!, your preacher fly, 
Nor Waste the time no worldly wealth can buy ; 
But let the decent maid and sober dowft 
Pray for these idlers of the siliful towil : 
This day, at least, on nobler themes besl^w, > 
Nor give to WdoifaM^ or the world belbw. 

But, Sunday past, what numbers flourish thpn, 
What wond'rous labours of the press and pen ! 
Diurnal most, some thrice. each week aflbrds. 
Some only once, — O avarice of words! 
When thousand starving minds such manna seek ^^ 
To drop the precious food but onCe a week 

Endless it were to sing the powers of all, 
Their names, their numbers ; how they rise and &1I ; 
Like baneful herbs the gazer's eye diey seize. 
Rush to the head and poison where they pleasie : 
like idle flies, a busy, buzzing traioy 
They drop their maggots in the trifler's brain : 
That genial soil receives the firuitfut store, 
And there they grow, and breed a thousand more. 

Now be their arts displAy^d, how first they choose 
A cause an4 party, as the bard his muse; 



M^U»^ammmmJ^mm 



* The Maana of the Day. Green*f Spteeo. 
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Inspir'd by these, with clamoro^us zeal they cry. 

And through the town their dreams and omens fly : 

So the Sibylline* leaves were blown about^ 

Disjointed scraps of fate involved iu doubt ; . 

So idle dreams, the journals of the night. 

Are right and wrong by turns, and mingle wrong with 

right. — 
SoDpie champions for the rights that prop the crown. 
Some sturdy patriots, sworn to pull them down ; 
Some neutral powers, with secret forces fraught. 
Wishing for war, but willing to be bought : 
-While some to every side and party go. 
Shift every friend and join with every fpe ; 
Like sturdy rogues in privateers they strike 
This dide and that, the foes of both alike; 
A traitor-crew, who thrive in troubled times, 
Fear'd for their force and courted for their crimes. 

Chief to the prosperous side the numbers sail, 
Fickle and false, they veer with every gale ; 
As birds that migrate from a freezing shore, 
In search of warmer climes, come skimming o'er, 
Some bold adventurers first prepare to try 
The doubtful sunshine of the* distant sky ; 



* in foliis descripsit carmina Virgo j— 

etteneres tUrbavit janita frondes, 

Virg. JEneid* lib. iii. 
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But soon the growing Summer's certain. sun 
Wins more and more, till all at last are won : 
So, on the early prospect of disgrace^ 
Fly in vast troops this apprehensive race ; 
Instinctive tribes ! their failing food they dread, 
And buy, with timely change, their future bread. 

Such are our guides ; how many a peaceful head^ 
Born to be still, have they to wrangling led ! 
How many an honest zealot, stol'n from trade. 
And factious tools of pious pastors made! 
With clews like these tliey tread the maze of state. 
These oracles explore, to learn our fate ; 
Pleased with the guides Who can so well deceive, 
Who cannot lie so fast as they believe. 

Oft lend I, loth, to some sage friend an ear, 
(For we who will not speak are doom'd to hear) ; 
While he, bewilder'd, tells his anxious thought. 
Infectious fear from tainted scribblers caught, 
Or idiot hope ; for each his mind assails. 
As Lloyd's court-light or Stockdale's gloom prevails. 
Yet stand I patient while but one declaims. 
Or gives dull conunents on the speech he maim* 
But oh! ye Muses, keep your votary's feet 
From tavem-baunts where politicians meet; 
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Where rector^ doctor, and attorney pause, 

First on each parish, then each pubUc cause : 

Indited roads and rates that still increase; 

The ^lunnuring poor, who will not fa^t in peace ; 

Election-sseal and friendship, since declinM ; 

A tax comneiuted, or a tithe in kind ; 

The Dutch and Germans kindling intb strife; 

Dull port and poachers vile! the serious iUs of life. 

Here comes the neighbouring justice, pleas'd to guide 
His little club and in the chair preside. 
In private business his commands prevail, 
* On public themes his reasoning turns the scale ; 
Assenting silence soothes his happy ear, 
And, Hn or out, his party triumphs here* 

Nor here th' infectious rage for party stops. 
But flits along from palaces to shops ; 
Our weekly journals o'er the land abound, 
And spread their plagues and influenzas round ; 
The village too, the peaceful, pleasant plain-. 
Breeds the Whig-Farmer and the Tory-swaic; 
Brookes* and St. Alhan's boasts not, but, instead, 
Stares the Red Ram, and swings the JRoc/zie^'s Head i-^ 
Hither, with all a patriot's ea^e, an»es he 
Who owns the little but that omkes him free $ 
Whose yearly forty shillings buy the sttirile 
Of mightier men, and never waste the while ; 
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Who feels his freehold's worth, and looks elate, 
A little prop and pillar of the state. 

Here he delights the weekly news to con, 
And mingle comments as he blunders on; 
To swaUow all their varyiag authors teach, 
To spell a title and confound a speech : 
Till with a muddled mind he quits the news. 
And claims liis nation's licence to abuse ; 
Then joins the ciy, " That all the courtly race 
'' Are yenal candidates for power and place;" 
Yet feels some joy, amid the general vice, 
That his own vote will bring its wonted price* 

These are the ills the teeming press supplies. 
The pois'nous springs from learning's fountain rise ; 
Not there the wise alone their ^itrance find. 
Imparting useful light to mortals blind ; 
But, blind themselves, these erring guides hold out 
Alluring lights, to lead us far about; 
Screened by such means, here scandal whets her quiD, 
Here slander shoots unseen, whene'er she will ; 
Here fiaud and falsehood labour to deceive. 
And folly aids them both, impatient to believe. 

Such, Sons of Britain !, are the guides ye trust ; 
So wise their coimsel, their reports so just : — 

N 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



178 THB N«W»PAP«X. 

Yet, though we cannot call their mor^ pnre. 
Their judgment nice, or their decisions aure ; 
Merit they have to mightier works unknown) 
A style, a manner, and a fate their own. 

We, who for long^ fame with labour strive. 
Are pain'd to keep our sickly works alive ; 
Studious we toil, with patient care refine. 
Nor let our love protect one languid line. 
Severe ourselves, at last our works appear. 
When, ah! we find our readers more severe: ., 
For after all our care and pains, how feyt 
Acquire applause, or keep it if they jdol— 

Not so these sheets, ordain'd to happier fisite, 

Prak'd through their day, wd but that day their date i 

Their cardtest Authors only strive to join . . 

As many words as mak^ an even, line* ; 

As Hi£te(y lines, as fill a row complete ; 

As many rows, as furnish, up a sheet : . . 

From side to aid%, with ready types they r«n, 

The m?eas«re's a^ledy tod the work is don^; ; 

Oh, bom with ease, how etitied and how blest! 

Your £ate to*^y and your to^norrow's rest. 



* How ttSiiy b(nlt« brttof(( ab^iK the day> 

Howjnany days WiU furnish up the year, ^ > 

How many years a mortal man may live ; &«. 

Shakespeare Henry VL 
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iToyoH all readera turn, and ihey can look 
Pleas'd on a paper, who abhor a book ; 
Those, who ne^erdeign'd Acir Bible to perase. 
Would thmk it faacd to be denied their news; :• - 
Sinners and saints, the wisest with the "v^eafk,^^ ■ 
Here mingle tastes and one amasement seCfk ; > 
This, like the pmbUcinn, provides a tfeat. 
Where each promiscuous. guest sits down Xo eat; 
And such this mental food, as we nu^ call ^ ^ 
Something to all men and to 'soiae menall. > « a 

Next, in what rare prodnction shall we trace 
Such various subjects im so small a space i 
As the first ship upoB the waters bore 
Incongruous kinds wfao< never met before ; ^ 
Or as some curious virtuoso join3> 
In one small room, moths, nHnenis,. and coins, 
Birds, beasts, and£sbes; nor- refuses place ' 
To serpents, toads, and all the reptile-race ; 
So iiere, compressed within a siugle slieet^ ^ ' > 
Great things aad smelly the menn and ttoghty iftget: . 
Tis this which makes all Europe^ business known. 
Yet here arj^ivate maa may place his joJwn; . ,. 
And, where he reads of Lords and Commons^ ise . 
May tell their hoorars that he sells rappee. 
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Add next th'asQusemeht which the motley page 
Affords to either sex and eveiy age : 
Lo ! wh^re it comes hefore the cheerfol firie,^- 
Damps from the press in smoky curls aspire 
(A^ firoipthe earth, the smi exhales the dew), 
Ere we can read the wonders that ensue : 
Then eager every, eye surveys the part, 
Th%t brings its favourite subject to the heart ; 
Grave politicians look for facts alone. 
And gravely add conjectures of their own ; 
The sprightly nymph, who nevier broke her rest 
For tottering orowns, or mighty lands opprest, . 
Finds broils and battles, but neglects them all 
For songs and suits, a birth-da/, .or a ball ; 
The keen warpo man o'erlooks each idle tale 
for " Money's wanted,"' and " Estates on Sale ;*' 
While some with equal minds to all attend, 
Pleas'd with each part and grievfd to £nd an end. 

So charm )he New9 ; but we, who, far from ,town> 
Wait.tiU the jmtrmm brings the packet dowh^ 
Pnc.e in the week, a vacant day behold, 
And stay for tidings, till they're three days old ; 
That day arrives; no welcome post appears. 
But the dull morn a sullen aspect wears ; 
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We m^fy but ah! widiout our wonted sauki 
To talk of h^-4ches^ -and complam of bile ; 
Sullen we ponder o'er a dull repast. 
Nor feast the body while the mind must fast. 

A master-passion is the love of news. 
Not miisic so commands, nor so the Muse : 
Give poets claret, they grow idle soon; 
Feed the musician, and he 's out of tune ; 
But the sick mind, of this disease possest, ' 
Flies from all cure and sickens when at rest. 

Now sing, my Muse, what various parts compose 
These rivals sheets of politics and prose. 

First, from each brother's hoard a part they draw 
A mutual thdTt that never fear'd a law ; 
Whate'er they gain, to each man's portion fall, 
And read it once, you read it through them all : 
For this their runners ramble day and night, 
To drag each lurking^ deed to opien light ; . 
For daily bread the dirty trade they ply, 
(j!oin their fresh tales and live upon the lie: 
Like bees for honey, forth for news they spring,-* 
Industrious creatures ! ever on the wing ; 
I^ome to their several cells they bear the store,. 
CuU'd of all kinds, then roam abroad for more. 
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No m^Mfm vtrgia^kd to^'lfaitr Twe«d-6ide;'^ 
No injured iiusbond Mouvns Im faithk^ss btid« ^ 
No dud dooms the fiery youth to blted; 
But through* the town ^anftpiiM each 'Vieftt'l'du« dded. 

Should some fiUr fiiaU«<me drive her ^ncing: feit. 
Where rival peers coatend tio please the lair; 
When, with new force, she aidb'hdr elKiqiiertng eyes. 
And beauty decks, wiidi i^l tbttH beauty buys ; 
Quickly we feam whcfse he^tft-he^iitfteeilce feels, 
Whose acres melt, before her glowing wheels. 

To ^Hese-a ^h^sand idle themes succeed^ 
Deeds of all kinds and cbntments to each deed. 
Here stdcks,^*the state-bammeters, we vieViTj • 
That rise or fall, by causes known to few ; * 
Promotion'^ ladder who goes up or down ; 
Who wed, or who aeduc'-d, amuse the- town ; 
What new-bom heir has ma5e his father ble^t'; 
What heir exults, his fejther now at rest; ' 
That-ionple list the TjbVim-herald giveis. 
And each known knave, who still for Tyburn Uve6. '• 

So grows the work, a^d now the piinteir tries 
His powevs lio more, btttvl^a8:onihis^ie6. 

When lo ! the advertising tribe succeed. 
Pay to be read, yet find but few will read ; 
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And chief th' illastrious raoe^ whose drops and pilb- 
Have patent po^wers to yanquish human ills : 
These,' with their cures, a constant aid remain, 
To bless the pale composer's fertile brain ; 
Fertile it is, but still the noblest soil 
Requires some pause, some intervals from toil ; 
And they at least a certain ease obtain 
From KiftterfeUo's skill, and GnAamh glowing strain. 

I too must aid, and nay to see my tame ' •■ . 
Hung in these dirty avenues to ftune; ' 
Nor pay in vain, if aught the Muse has seen, 
And sung, could make those avenues more clean; 
Could stop one slander ere it found its way. 
And gave to public scorn its helpless prey. 
By the same aid^ the stage invites her friends. 
And kindly tells the banquet she intends; 
Thither from real life the many run. 
With SinnoKs weep, or laugh with Asiif^noN ; 
Pleas'd in fictitious joy or grief, to see / 

The mimic passion with their owik a^ree ; 
To steal a few enchanted hours away 
From care, and drop the curtain on the day. 
, But who can steal from self that wretched wight, 
Whose daj^ling work is tried, some fatal night i 
Most wretched man ! when, bane tcevery bliss, 
He hears the serpent-critic's rising hiss ; 
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Thep groans succeed : not traitors on the wheel 
Can feel like biai> or have sjuch pangs to feel. 
Nor end they here : next day he reads his falL 
In every paper; critics are they all ;• . 
He sees bis branded name, with wild affrigbt, 
And hears again the cat-csUs of the night. 

Such help the stage affords : a larger, space 
Is fiird by PUFFS and all the puffing race. 
Physic had once alone the lofty style. 
The well-known boast, that ceas'd to raise a smile : 
Now all the province of that tribe iavade. 
And we abound in quacks of every trade^ 

The simple barber, once an honest name, 
Cervantes founded, Fielding rais'd his &me; 
Barber no more — ^a gay perfumer comes. 
On whose soft cheek his own cosmetic blooms ; 
Here he appears, each simple mind to move, 
And advertises beauty, grace, and love. 
— " Come, faded belles, who would your youth orenew. 
And learn the wonders of Olympian dew.; , 
Restore the roses that begin to faint, 
Nor think celestial washes, vulgar paint; .. 
Your former features, airs, and arts assume, 
Circassian virtues, with Circassian bloom. 
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—Come, battered beavx^ wlaose locks are tiuU'dtogray, 

And crop discretion's lying badge away ; 

Read where tbey rend these smart oigaging things. 

These flaxen frontlets with elastic springs; 

No female eye the fair deception sees, - 

Not Nature's self so natural as these.'' 

Such are their arts, but not confin'd to them. 

The Muse impartial mo^t her sons condemn: 

For they, deg^i^rate! join the venal throng. 
And puff a lazy Pegasus along : 
More guilty these, by Nature less design'd 
For little arts that suit the vulgar-kind ; — 
That barbers' boys, who would to trade advance. 
Wish us to call them, smart Friseurs from France; 
That he who builds a chop-house, on his door 
Paints " The true original Blue Boar !" 

These are the arts by which a thousand live, 
Where truth may smile and justice may forgive : 
But wh6n, amid this rabble-rout, we find 
A puffing poet to his honour blind; 
Who silly drops quotations all about. 
Packet or Post, and points their merit out; 
Who advertises what Reviewers say. 
With sham editions every second day ; 
Who dares not trust ins praises out of sight. 
But hurries into .fame with all his might ; 
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Alt(2oitgh ike Terse s(»rie inuisi^Bt praise obtain^ 
Contempt is aU the amnous poet gains. . 

NairpuS eadiwsted, adve£lke»eiit<^:paat. 
Their correspoiidents ttaad expos'd ali;Iast; > ;. 
These are a numerotts tribe^ to fame unkiiovaiv' 
Who for the public good farega their 4>wii ; - -r 
Who vplunteeiB in paper-war eng^e^ . . ^ : 
With double portion of their :party^« ragp 5 -- 
Such are the B^vfTiy Decii>» ^li^hoiappftaj?; ') t . ' 
Wooing the printer for .admission) betb ^ :il /i . . .: . 
Whose generoifts souls canxondesceiid ta pmjr - 
For leave to throw their precious itimaatvajrv - - 

.,<.«• . . -. /«.« ' ■•■ • " 
OJh! Qrwel WttODl'ALL.!; whenApBteiotdiaws 
His giieyrgQOge quill in bif diear coiintr/s caiis^ 
To vex and maul a nunisterial race, : . ; * 
Can thy st^a sto^l rc^e the champion place ? '' 
Alas ! thou iknow'st not with what anxiot^ heart * 
Helongs his bestrlov'dkboiiw to iiiiiiaBt;.j ' ■ 
How he has sent them to thy bretftw^n rofod^; 
And still the same unkind; receptiqnfpuiidt 
At length indignant > will he^dapm-lhesiatQ * 
Turn to his tradft and leaive us to our fate* " 

These Roman sods^like Rome's great sons, are known 
To live in cells on labours of Aeir' omt^' 
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Thus Miho, oomU. we see the noble chief, 
Feeds, for his country's good,' oa legs of beef : 
Camillus copies deeds for soordid pay. 
Yet fights the public battles twice a day : 
E'en now the godlike Brutus views his score 
Scroird on the bat-board, swinging with the door; 
Where, tippling p«ieb, grave Cato's self you'll see, 
And Amor Patrim vending smuggled tea. 

Last HI tihesi^ ranks, and lea^, their art's disgrace. 
Neglected stand the Muses' meanest race; 
Scribblers who court cdntempt, whose verse the eye 
Disdainful views, and glances swiftly by : 
This Poet's Gamer is the plac^ they 4;hoose, 
A fatal nursery for an in£smt Muse; . 
Unlike that comer where true Poet^ li^ 
These cannot live, .and they shall never die ; 
Hapless the lad whose mind such dreams invade, 
And win to verse the talents due to trade* 

Curb then, O youth! these raptures, as they rise, 
Keep down the evil spirit and be wise; 
Follow yo«r calling, thmk the Mu^es foes. 
Nor lean upon the pestle and compose. 

I know your day^lreams, and I know the snare 
Hid in yourflow'fy path, and cry " Beware." 
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Thoughdess of ill, and to the futiure blind, 
A sudden couplet rushes on your tnind ; 
Here you may nameless print your idk rhymes. 
And read your first-bom work a thousand, tim^ ; . 
Th' infection spreads, your couplet grows apace> i 
Stanzas to Delia's dog or Celia's face : 
You take a name ; Philander's ode9 are. seen, 
Printed, and prais'd, in every magazine : 
Diarian sages greet their brother sage. 
And your dark pages please th' enlighten'd ^e. — 
Alas ! what years you thus consume in vain, 
Rul'd by this wretched bias of the brain ! 

,Go ! to your desks and counters all return ; 
Your Sonnets scatter, your Acrostics bum ; 
Trade, and be ridi; or, should your careful sires . 
Bequeath you wealth ! indulge the nobler fires : 
Should love of feme your youthful heart betray, 
* Pursue fair fame, but in a glorious way, ' 
Nor in the idle scenes of fancy's painting stray. 

Of all the good that mortal men pursue, ' 
The Muse has least to give, and gives to few ; 
Like some coquettish fair, she leads us on. 
With smiles and hopes, till youth and pe^e are gone; 
Then, wed for life, the restless wrangling pair 
Forget how constant one, and one 1k^ fair: 
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Meanwhile, ambition, like a blooming bride, 
Brings power and wealth to grace her lover's side ; 
And though she smiles not with such flattering charms, 
The brave will sooner win her to their arms. 
Then wed to her, if virtue tie the bands. 
Go spread your country's fame in hostile lands ; ^ 
Her court, hex senate, or her arms adorn, , 
And let her foes lament that you were bom : 
Or weigh her laws, iheir ancient rights defend. 
Though hosts oppose, be theirs and reason's friend ; 
Arm'd with strong powers, in their defence engage, 
And rise the Thurlow of the future age. 
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Omnia habeoy nee quicquam habeo ; 

Quidquid dicunt, laado ; id rursum si negant^ Undo id qiioque: 

Negat quia, nego ; ait, aio : S 

Bostremb itnperayi egomet mibi 

Omnia asseotari. Terxnt. in Eimaclu 

It hafi been held in ancient rules. 

That flattery is the food of fools ; 

Yet now and then your men of wit 

Will condescend to taste a bit Swift. 

JVlUSE of my Spenser, who so well could sing 
The passions all, their bearings and their ties ; 

Who could in view those shadovry beings brings 
And with bold hand remove each dark disguise. 
Wherein love, hatred, scorn, or anger lies : 

Guide him to Fain/ Jand, who now intends 
That way his flight; assist him as he flies. 

To mark those passi<His, virtue's foes and friends. 

By whom when led she droops, when leading she ascends. 
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Yes ! they appear, I see the fairy-train ! 

And who that modest nymph of meek address? 
Not Vanitj/y though lov'd by all the vain; 

Not HopCy thougli promising to all success; 

Nor Mirthy nor Jiy, though foe to all distress ; 
Thee, sprightly syren, froip this train I choose, 

Thy birth relate, thy soothing arts confess ; 
*Tis not in thy mild nature to refuse, 
When poets ask thine aid, so oft their meed and muse. 



In Fairy-land, on wide and cheerless plai% 
Dwelt, in the house of CarCy a sturdy swain;. 
A hireling be, who, when he till'd the soil, 
Look'd to the pittance that repaid his toil \ 
And to a master left the mingled joy 
And anxious care that followed his employ : 
Sullen and j)atient he at 6nce appeared, 
As one who.murmor^d, yet as one who feared f 
Th' attire was coarse that doth'd his sinewy irame^ 
Rude his address, and Poverty his name. 

In that same plain a nymph, of curious taste, 
A cottage (plaim'd with all her skiU) had pbc'd ^ 

5 
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Strange the materials, and for what designed 

The various parts, no simple man might find ; 

What seem'd the door, each entering guest withstood, 

What seem'd a window was but painted wood ; 

But by a secret spring the wall would move, 

And day-light drop throqgh glassy door above : 

Twas all her pride, new traps for praise to lay, ; x 

And all her wisdom was to hide her way ; 

In small attempts incessant were her pains. 

And Cunning was her name among the swains. 

Now, whether fate decreed this pair should w6^. 
And blindly drove ihem to the marriage-bed ; 
Or whether love in some soft hour inclin'd 
The damsel's heart and won her to be kind. 
Is yet unsung : they were an ill-match'd pair, 
But both disposed to wed — ^and wed they were. 

Yet, though united in their fortune, still 
Their ways were diverse ; varying was their will ; 
Nor long the maid had bless'd the simple man, 
Before dissentions rose and she began : — 

" Wretch that I am ! since to thy fortune bound, 
^' What plan, what project with success is crown'd ? 
" I, who a thousand secret arts possess, 
" Who every rank approach with right address ; 
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" Who've loos'd a guinea from a miser's chesty 

" And worm'd his secret from a traitor's breast ; 

'* Thence gifts and gains collecting, great and small, 

" Have brought to thee, and thou consum'st them all: 

'* For want like thine — ^a bog without a base — 

" Ingulphs all gains I gather for the plade ; 

" Feeding, unfilled ;' destroying, unde&troy'd; 

'^ It craves for ever and is ever void : — 

" WretcJi that 1 am ! what misery have I found, 

^' Since my sure craft was to thy calling bound ?'^ 

* Oh! vaunt of worthless art,' the swain replied. 
Scowling contempt, ^ how pitiful thjs pride ! 
' What are these specious gifts, these paltry gains, 
*• But base rewards for ignominious pains I 
^ With all thy tricking, still for bread we strive, 

* Thine is, proud wretch ! the care that cannot thrive ; 

* By all thy boasted skill and baffled hooks, 

* Thou gain'st no more than students by their books ; 

* No more than I for my poor deeds am paid, 

* Whom none can blame, will help, or dare upbraid. 
' Call this our need, a bog that all devours^ — 

* Then what thy petty arts, but summer-flowers, 
^ Gaudy «uid mean, and serving to betiay 

* The place they make unprofitably gay ? 

' Who know it not, some useless beauties sce^—- 
-' But ah ! to prove it, was reserv'd for me/ 
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Unhappy state ! that, in decay of love, 
Permits harsh truth his errors to disprove ; 
While he remains, to wrangle and to jar, 
Is friendly tournament, not fatal war; 
Love in his play will borrow arms of hate. 
Anger and rage, upbraiding arid debate ; 
And by his power the desperate weapons thrown, 
'Become as safe and pleasant as his own ; 
But left by him, their natures they assume, 
And fatal, in their poisoning force, become. 

Time fled, and now the swain, compell'd to see 
New cause for fear — ' Is this thy thrift ?* quoth he : 
To whom the wife with cheerful voice replied: — 
" Thou moody man, lay all thy fears aside, 
" I' ve seen a vision ; — they, from whom I came, 
*' A daughter promise, promise wealth and fame ; 
** Born with my features, with my arts, yet she 
" Shall patient, pliant, persevering be, 
" And in thy better ways resemble thee. 
" The fairies round shall at her birth attend, 
*' The friend of all in all shall find a friend, 
'* And save that one sad star that hour must gleam 
** On our fair child, how glorious were my dream !' 

This heard the husband, and, in surly smile^ 
Aim'd at contempt^ but yet he hoped the while : 
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For as, when sinking, wretched men are found 
To catch at rushes rather than be drown'd ; . 
So on a dream our peasant plac'd his hope, 
And found that rush as valid as a rope. 

Swift fled the days, for now in hope they fled. 
When a fair daughter bless'd the nuptial hed ; 
Her infant-face the mother's pains beguil'd. 
She look'd so pleasing and so softly smil'd ; 
Those smiles, those looks, with sweet sensations moVd 
The gazePs soul, and, as he look'd, he lov'd. 

And now the fairies came, with gifts, to grace 
So mild a nature and so fair a face. 

They gave, with heauty> that bewitching art. 
That holds in easy chains the human heart; 
They gave her skill to win the stubborn mind. 
To make the suffering to their sorrows blind. 
To bring on pensive looks the pleasing smile. 
And care's stern brow of every frown beguile.. 

These magic favours grac'd the infant-maid, 
Whose more enlivening smile the charming gifts repaid. 

Now fortune changed, who, were she constant long. 
Would leave us few adventures for our song. 

A wicked elfin rov'd this land around. 
Whose joys proceeded from the griefs he found ; 
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£ifvy his name: — ^his fascinating eye. 

From the light bosom drew the sqdden sigh ; 

Unsocial he^ but ivith malignant mind, 

He dwelt with maai that he might curse mankind ; 

Like the first ioie he sought th' abode of joy, 

Grriev'd to behold but eager to destroy; 

Round blooming beauty, like the wasp, he flew, 

Soil'd the fresh sweet and chang'd the rosy hue ; 

The wise, the good, with anxious heart, he saw. 

And here a failing found and there a flaw; 

Discord in fSsunilies 'twas his to move. 

Distrust in friendship, jealousy in love ; 

He told the poor, what joys the great possess'd, 

The great — ^what calm content the cottage bless'd; 

To part the learned and the rich he tried. 

Till their slow friendship perish'd in their pride. 

Such was the fiend, and so secure of prey, . 

That only misery pass'd unstung away. 
Soon as he heard the fairy-babe was bom, 

Scomfiil he smird, but felt no more than scorn ; 

For why, when fortune plac'd her state so low, 

In useless spite his lofty malice show ? ' 

Why, in a mischief of the meaner kind. 

Exhaust the vigour of a ranc'rous mind ? 

But, soon as fame the fairy-gifts procl^m'd, 

Quick-rising.wrath his ready soul inflam'd, 
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To swear, by vows that e*en the wicked tie, 

The nymph should weep her varied destiny ; 

That every gift, that now appear'd to shine. 

In her fair face and make her smiles divine, 

Should all the poison of his magic prove. 

And they should scorn her, whom she sought for love.. 

His spell prepared, in form, an ancient dame, 
A fiend in spirit, to the cot he came ; 
There gain'd admittance, and the infant pres^'d 
(Muttering his wicked magic) to his breast ; • 
And thus he said : — *^ O'f all the powers, ^ho wait 
" On Jove's decrees and do the work of fate,, 
" Was I alone, despis'd or worthless, found, 
" Weak to protect or impotent to wound? ^ 
^^ See then thy foe, regret the friendship lost, . 
*^ And learn my skill, but l^arn it at your cost, 

*^ Krjow then, O child ! devote to fates severe, 
" The good shall hate thy name, the wise shall fear; 
" Wit shall deride, and no protecting friend . 
" Thy shame shall cover or thy name defend, 
*^ Thy gentle sex, who, more thaij ours, should spare. 
^- A humble foe, will greater scorn declare ; 
*' The base alone thy advocates shall be, 
" Or boa^t alliance with a wretch like thee/* 
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He spake and vanished, other prey to find. 
And waste in slow disease the conquered mind. 

Aw'd by the Elfin's threats, and fill'd with dread, 
The parents wept and sought their infant's bed : 
^Despair alone the father's soul possessed; 
But hope rose gently in the mother's breast ; 
For weD she knew that neither grief nor joy 
Pain'd without hope pr pleas'd without alloy ; 
And while these hopes and fears her lieart divide, 
A cheerful vision bade the fears subside. 

She saw descending to the world below. 
An ancient form, with solemn pace and slow. 

" Daughter, no more be sad," (the Phantom cried,) 
'* Success is seldom to the wise denied ; 
*' In idle wishes fools supinely stay, 
'* Be there a will and wisdom finds a way : 
*' Why art thou griev'd ? Be rather glad, that he, 
*' Who hates the happy, aims his darts at thee ; ' 
" But aims in vain ; thy favoured daughter lies, ^ 
" Serenely blest, and shall to joy arise. 
^' For, grant that cucses on her name shall w^t, 
" (So envy wills and such the voice of fate,) 
*' Yet if that name be prudently suppressed, 
** She shall be courted, favour'd, and caress'd. 
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*' For what are names ? and where agree mankind, 
*^ In those to persons or to acts assigned i 
^ Brave,- learn'd or wise, if some their favourites call, 
^' Have they the titles or the praiae from all ? 
** Not 8o, but others wiU the brave disdain 
** As rash, and deem the sons of wisdom vain ; 
** The selfHMone mind shall scocn or kindness move, 
*^ And the same deed attmct contempt and k>ve« 

" "So all the powers who move the hnman soul, 
*^ With all the passions who the will controul, 
" Have various names — One giv'n by Truth Divine, 
" (As SimulcAion thus was fix'd for mine,) 
*' The rest by man, who now, as wisdom's, prize 
" My secret counsels, now as art despise; . . 

*' One hour, as just, those counsels they embrace, 
^ And spurn, the next, as pitiful and base* 

'^ Thee too, my child, those fools as Qunnu^ fiy^ 
^ Who on thy counsel and thy craft rely; 
*' That worthy craft in others they condemn, 
" But 'tis their prudence, while conducting them. 

** Be Flattery, then, thy happy infant's nam^ 
" Let Honour, $corn her and let fTi/ defan^ie ; 
*' Let all be true that Envy dooms, yet all, 
" Not on herself, but on her name, shall fall ; 
" While she thy f<»rtune and her own shall raise, 
^* And decent Truth be call'd, and lov'd, as modest 
" Praise. * 
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" O happy child ! the glorious day shall shine, 
*' When every ear shall to thy speech incline^ 
*' Thy words alluring and thy voice divine : 
'* The sullen pedant and the sprightly wit, 
'^ To hear thy soothing eloquence^ shall sit ; 
" And both, abjuring Flattery, will agree 
" That truth inspij'es, and they must honour thee. 

'< Envy himself shall to thy accents bend, 
" Force a faint smilie and sullenly attend, 
*' When thou shall call him Viriue*s jealous friend, 
" Whose bosom glows with generous rage to find 
'^ How fools and knaves are flatter'd by mankind, 

" The sage retir'd, who spends alone his days, 
** And flies th' obstreperous voice of public praise; 
*' The vain, the vulgar cry, — shall gladly meet, * 

" And bid thee welcome to his «tiB retreat; 
" Much will he wonder, how thou cam'st to find 
'^ A man to glory dead, to peace consigned. 
'* O Fame ! he 11 cry, (for he will call thee Fame,) 
" From thee I fly, from thee conceal my name ; 
'^ But thou sbalt say. Though Genius takes bis flight;' 
^* He leaves behind a glorious train of light, 
'* And hides in vain : — ^yet prudent he that flies 
*' The flatterer's art, and. for himself is wise. 

'' Yes, happy child ! I mark th' approaching day, 
*' When warring natures will confess thy sway ; 
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" When thou shalt Saturn's golden reign restore, 
" And vice and folly shall be known no more. 

" Pride shall nok then in human-kind have place, 
" Chang'd by .thy skill, to Dignitj/ and Grace; 
*' While Shame, who now betrays the inward sense 
*' Of secret ill, shall .be thy Diffidence; 
*^ Avarice shall thenceforth prudent Forecast be, 
" And bloody Vengeance, Magnammitj/ ; 
'^ The lavish tongue shall honest truths impart, 
'' The lavish hand shall show the generous heart, 
'' And IndiscreHon be, contempt of art : 
" Folly and Vice shall then, no longer known, 
^' Be, this as Virtue, that as Wisdom, shown. 

'^ Then shall the Robber, as the Hero, rise 
'^ To seize the good that churlish law denies; 
'* Throughout the wodd shall rove the generous band, 
'' And deal the gifts of Heaven from hand to hand. 

*' In thy blest days no tyrant shall be seen, 
'' Thy gracious kings shall rule contented men ; 
'^ In thy blest days shall not a rebel be, 
^f But patriots all and well approved of thee. 

** Such powers are thine, that man, by thee, shall wrest 
" The gainful secret from the cautious breast; 
" Nor then,^ with all his care^ the good retain, 
' '' But yield to thee the secret and the gain« 
^' In vain, shall much experience guard the heart 
'^ Against the charm of th^r prevailing art ; 
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'^ Admitted once, so soothing is thy strdin, 
" It comes the sweeter, when it comes again ; 
'' And when confessed as thine, what mind so strong, 
** Forbears the pleasure it indulgM so long ? 
' " Soft'n.er of every ill ! of all our woes 
*' Tihe balmy solace ! friend of fiercest foes ! 
" Begin thy reign and like the morning rise! 
" Bring joy, bring beauty, to pur eager eyes; 
** Break on the drowsy world like opening day, 
" While grace and gladness join thy flow'ry way ; 
*' While every voice is praise, while every heart is gay. 

'^ From thee, all prospects shall new beauties take, 
'^ Tis thine to seek them and 'tis thine to make; 
*' On the cold fen, I see thee turn thine eyes, 
*' Its mists recede, its chilling vapour flies ; 
" Th' enraptur'd lord th' improving ground surveys, 
" And for his Eden, asks the traveller's praise, 
" Which yet, unview'd of thee, a bog had been, 
" Where spungy rushes hide the plashy green. 

" I see thee breathing on the barren moor, 
" That seems to bloom although so bleak before ; 
" There, if beneath the gorze the primrose spring, 
<< Or the pied daisj/ smile below the Ung, 
" They shall new charms, at thy command, disclosei 
" And none shall miss the mi/rile or the rgse. 
*' The wiry moss, that whitens all the hill, 
" Shall live a beauty by thy matchless skill ; 
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" Gale * from the bog shall yield Arabian baTm, 
" And the grey zoillow wave a golden palm, * , 

^* I see thee smiling in the pictur'd room, 
*^ Now breathing beanty, now reviving bloorn ; 
"; There, each imihortal name, 'tis thine to give, 
" To graceless forms, and bid the Jumber live. 
" Should'st thou coarse boors or gloomy martyrs see, 
" These shall thy Guides, those thy Teniers be; 
•'' There shalt thou RaphaeVs saints and angels trace, 
** There make for Reubens and for, Reynolds place, 
" And all the pride of art shall find, in her, disgrace. 

" Delight of either sex ! thy reign commence ; 
" With balmy sweetness, soothe the weary sense, 
" And to the sickening soul thy cheering aid dispense. 
" Queen of the mind ! thy golden age begin ; 
^ In mortal bosoms varnish shame and sin, 
" Let all be fair without, let all be calm within." 



« 



The Vision fled, the happy mother rose, 
Kiss'd the fair infant, smil'd at all her foes. 
And Flattery made her name: — ^her jeign began. 
Her own dear sex she rul'd, then vanquished man; 
A smiling friend, to every class, she spake. 
Assumed their manners and* their habits took ; 



♦ •* Myricagale,** a shrub growing in toggy and fenny grounds. 
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Her, for her humble mien, the modest lov'd ; 
Her cheerful looks, the light and gay approved ; 
The just beheld her, firm ; the valiant, brave ; ' 
Her mirth the free, her silence pleas'd the grave ; 
Zeal heard her voice, and, as he preach'd aloud, 
Well-pleas'd he caught her whispers from the crowd, 
(Those whispers, soothing-sweet to every ear, 
Which some refuse to pay, but none to hear) : 
Shame fled her presence ; at her gentle strain. 
Care softly smil'd and guilt forgot its pain ; 
The wretched thought, the happy found her true, 
The leamM confessed that she their merits knew ; 
The rich — could they a constant friend condemn ? 
The poor believ'd — ^for who should flatter them ? 

Thus on her name, though all disgrace attend^ 
In every creature she beholds a friend. 
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REFLECTIONS 



UPON THE SUBJEQT- 



iStuidjuvat errores, mersajam puppe, fcUeti ? 
^idd lacrynus delictajuvant commissa seatta f 

Claudian. in Eutropium, lib. ii. lin. 7. 



What ayails % when shipwreck'd, that error appears ? 
Are the crimes we commit, wasb'd away by our tears ? 
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** Quid juvat errores, menk jam puppe, fateri ? 
<* Quid lacrymft delicta jttvant commlMa lecutab ?'^ 

Claudian. in Eatrop. lib* ii.lin. 7. 



When all the fiercer passions cease, 

(The glory and disgrace of youth); 
When the deluded soul, in peace, 

Can listen to the voice of truth; 
Wh^n we are taught in whom to trust. 

And how to spare, to spend, to give ; 
(Our prudence kind^ our pity just,) 
."Tis then we rightly learn to live. 
Its weakness when the body feels, 

^or danger in contempt defies ^ 
To reason, when desire appeals. 

When, 6n experience, hope relies; 
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When every passing hour we prizcy 

Nor rashly on our follies ^pend ; 
But use it, as it quickly flies, 

With sob^r aim, to serious end ; 
Wliea prudence bounds our utmost view&y 

And bids us wrath and wrong forgive; 
When we can cajmly gain or lose, — 

TTis then we rightly leara to live* 

Yet thus, when we our way discern; 

And Can upon our care depend, 
To travel safely, when we learn, 

Behold ! we 're near our journey'5 end- 
We 've trod the maze of error round. 

Long wand'ring in the winding glade ^ 
And now the torch of truth is found. 

It only shows us where we stray'd ; 
Light for ourselves, what is it worth, 

When we no more our way can choose ? 
For others when we hold it forth, 

They, in their pride, the boon refuse. 

By long experience taught, we now 
Can rightly judge of friends and foes, 

Can all the worth of these allow, 
And all their faults discern in those; 
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Relentless hatre'd, erring love, 

We can for sacred truth forego; 
We can the wartaest friend reprove, 

And bear to praise the fiercest foe : 
To what effect ? Our friends are gone, 

Beyond reproof, regard, or care ; 
And of our foes remains there one. 

The mild relenting thoughts to share ? 

Now ^tis our boast that we can quell 

The wildest passions in their rage; 
Can their destructive force repel. 

And their impetuous wrath assuage : 
Ah ! Virtue, dost.thou arm, when now 
. This bold rebell ions race are fled ; 
When all these tyrants reist, and thou 

Art warring with the xtHghty dead ? 
Revenge, ambition, scora, and pride. 

And strong desire and fierce disdain, 
The giant-brood, by thee defied, 

Lo!, Time's resistless strokes have slain.' 

Yet Time, who could that race subdue, 
(O'erpowVing strength, appeasing rage,) 

Leaves yet a persevering crew, 
To try the failing powers of' age. 
5 
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Vex*d by the ccnistant call of thes^ 

Virtue awhile for conquest tries. 
But weary grown and fond of ease. 

She makes with them a compromise : • 
Av'rice himself she gives to rest, 

But rules him with her strict commands f 
Bids Pity touch hi^ torpid breast. 

And Justice hold his eager hands. 

Yet is there nothing men can do, 

When chilling Age comes creeping on ? 
Cannot we yet some good pursue i 

Are talents buried ? geaivis gone ?• 
If passions slumber in the breast^ 

If follies from the heart be fled 5 
Of laurels let hs go in qu^st^ 

And place them on tibe po^t'i head. 

Yes, we '11 redeem the wasted time, 

And to neglected studies flee; 
W«'ll build again the lofty rhyme. 

Or live, Philosophy, with thee ; 
For reasoning clear, for flight suUaoue, 

Eternal fjime reward sha)l be | 
And to what glorious bei|;hl^ we "11 c^lmb, 

Th' admiring cr^piwd sbdU envying see. 
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Begin the song! begin the theme! — 

Alas! and is Invention .dead ? 
Dream^we no more the golden dreami 

Is Mem'ry with her treasures fledf 
Yes ! 'tis too late, — ^now Reason guidee 

The mind, sole judge in all debate; 
And thus th* important point decides. 

For laurels, 'tis, alas! too late. 
What is possest, we may retain. 
But for new conquests strive in vain^ 

Beware then. Age, that what was won, 

If life's past labours, studies, views, 
Be lost not, now the labour 's done. 

When ali thy part is, — not to lose: 
When thou canst toil or gain no morei 

Destray not whalt was gainM before^ 

For, all that's gain'd of alj that's good. 

When time shall his weak frame destroy, 
(Their use then rightly understood,) 

Shall man, in happier state, enjoy. 
Oh ! argument for truth divine. 

For study's cares, for virtue's strife; 
To know th' enjoyment will be thine, 

In that renew'd, that endless life ! 
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SIR EUSTACE GREY. 

Scene. — a siad-housb^ ^ 

A'ISITOR, PHYSICIAN, AND PATIENT. 

Yens mlsceua faba.-^ 

Seneca in Here, furente. 



VISITOR. 



I'LL know, no more ;-^the hestt is torn 
By views of wo, we cannot heal; 

Long shall I see these things fbriorn, 
And oft again their griefe shall feel. 
As each upon the mind shall dteal ; 

That wan projector's mystic style, 
That lumpish idiot leering by, 

That peevish i<fl€F'^ ceaseless wile; 

And that poos maiden's hal<«fo)^n/d smile, 
While struggling for the fiill-drtrwn sigh !' 

I'll know no more; 
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t>HYSIClAN. 

—Yes, turn again ; 
Then speed to happiei^ scenes thy way, 

When thou hast viewy> Avhat yet remain, 
The niins of Sir Eustace Gret/, 

The sport of madness, misery's prey : 
But he will no historian need, 

His cares, his crimes will he display, 
And show (as one from frenzy freed) 

The proud Jos t mind, the rash-done deed. 

That cell to him is Gre^Hng Hall: 

Approach; he'll bid thfee welcome there; 
Will sometimes for his servant call. 

And sometimes point the vacant chair ^ 
He can, with free and easy air, 

Appear attentive and polite; 
Can veil his woes in manners fair, 

And pity with respect excite, 

PATIENT. 

Who comes f — Approach ! — ^'tis kindly done : 
My learn'd Physician, and a Friend, 

Their pleasures quit, to visit one, 
Who ciannot Uf their ease attend, 
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Nor joys bestow, nor comforts lend. 

As when I liv'd so blest, so well. 
And dreamt not I must soon contend 

With those malignant powers o£ helL 

PHYSICIAN. 

" Less warmth, Sir Eustace, or we go/'^— 

PATIENT* 

See ! I am calm as infant-love, 
A very child, but one of wo. 

Whom you should pity, not reprove :— 
But men at ease, who never strove 

With passions wild, will calmly show, 
How soon we may their ills remove. 

And masters of their madness grow. 

Some twenty years I think are gone, — 

(Time flies, I know not how, away,) 
The sun upon no happier shone. 

Nor prouder man, than Eustace Grey, 
Ask where you would, and all would say. 

The man admir'd and prais'd of all. 
By rich and poor, by grave and gay, 

Was the young lord of Greyling HalL 
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Yes ! I had youth and rosy health ; 

Was nobly fonn'd^ as man might be ; 
For sickness then, of all my weahh, 

I never giive a single fee : 
The ladies fair^ the maidens free. 

Were all accustom'd then to say, 
Who would a handsome figure see. 

Should look upon Sir Eustace Grey. 

He had a frank and pleasant look, 

A cheerful eye ^nd accent bland ; 
His very speech and 'manner spok6 

The generous hesurt, the open hand ; 
About him aU was gay or grand, 

He had the praise of gre&t and small ; 
He bought, improv'd, projected, plann'd, 

And reign'd a prince at Greyling^Hall. 

My Lady ! — she was all we love y 

All praise (to speak her worth) is faint ; 
Her manners show'd the yielding dove, 

Her morals, th/e seraphic saint : 
She never breath'd nor lookM complaint \ 

No equal upon earth had she :— - 
Now, what is this fair thing I paint? 

Alas ! as all that live, shall be. ' 
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There was^ beside, a gallant youth, 

And him mj botom's friex^f^ I had ; — 
Oh! I was rich ii^ Tery tnith, 

It made nte proud^it made me madT — 
Yes, I was lost — ^but there was cause! — 

Where stood my tale?— -I cannot find — 
But I had all mankind's applause, 

And all the smiles of womankind. 

There were two cherub-things beside, . 

A gracious girl, a glorious hoy ; 
Yet more to swell my full-blown pride. 

To varnish higher my fading joy. 
Pleasures were ours without alloy, 

Nay Paradise,; — till my frail Eve 
Our bliss was tempted to destroy ; 

DeceivM and fated to deceive* 

But I deserv'd ; for all that time, 

When I was lov'd, admir'd, caressed, 

There was within, each secret crime, 
* 
Unfelt, uncancell'd, unconfess'd: 

I never then my God address'd. 

In grateful praise or humble prayer; 
And if His Word was not my jest ! ^ 

(Dread thought !) it never w^s my cai'o. 

5 
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I doubted :— fool I was to doubt ! 

If that all-piorciag eye could see, — • 
If He who looks all worlds throughout. 

Would so minute and carieful be. 
As to perceive and punish me : — 

With man 1 would be great and high, 
!But with my God. so lost, that He, 

In his large view, should pass me by. 

Thus blest with children, friend, and wife, 

Blest fer beyond the vulgar lot; 
Of all that gladdens human life, 

Where was the good, that I had not ? 
But my vile heart bad sinful spot, 

And Heaven beheld its deep'ning stain. 
Eternal justide I forgot, 

And mercy sought not to obtain. 

Come near, — I '11 softly speak the rest !— 

Alas ! 'tis known to all the crowd, 
Her guilty love was all confest ; 

And his, who so much truth avow'd. 
My faithless friend's. — In pleasure jyoud 

I sat, when these curs'd tidings came; 
Their guilt, their, flight was told aloud. 

And envy smil'd to hepx my shame ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SIR EUSTACE GREY. x 225 

I caird on Vengeance ; at the word 

She came: — Can I the deed forget ? 
I held the sword, th' accursed sword, 

The blood of his false heart made wet; 
And that fair victim paid her debt, 

She pined, she died, she loath'd to liye; — 
I saw her dying — see her yet: 

Fair fallen thing ! my rage forgive ! 

Those cherubs still, my life to bless. 

Were left; could I my fears remove, 
Sad fears that check'd each fond caress, 

And poison'd all parental love: 
Yet that, with jealous feelings strove, 

And would at last have won my will. 
Had I not, wretch ! been doom'd to prove 

Th' extremes of mortal good and ill. 

In youth ! health I joy ! ii^ beauty's pride ! 

They droop'd : as flowers when blighted bow, 
The dire infection came : — They died. 

And I was curs'd — ^as I am now 

Nay, frown not, angry friend, — allow 

That I was deeply, sorely tried; 
Hear then, and you .must wonder how 

I could such st(Mrms and strifes abide. 
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Storms ! — not that clouds embattled make, 
• When they afflict this earthly globe ; 
But such as with their terrors shake 

Man's breast, and to the bottom probe; 
They make the hypocrite disrobe, 

They try us all, if false or true; 
For this, one devil had pow'r on Job,* 

And I was long the slave of two* 

PHYSICIAN. 

Peace, peace, my friend ; these subjects fly; 
Collect thy thoughts — go calmly on. — - 

PATIENT. 

And shall I then the fact deny ? 

I was,-r-thou know'st, — I was begone, 
Like him who filVd the eastertt throne, 

To whom the Watcher cried aloud ;* 
That royal wretch of Babylon^ 

Who wafs so guilty and so proud. 

Like him, with haughty, slubbom mind, 
I, in my state, my comforts 80ug}it ; 

Delight and praise I hoped to find. 
In what I builded, planted, bought! 



^ Prophecy of Daniel, chap. iv. 82. 
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Oh! arrogance! by misery taught — 

' Soon came a voice ! I felt it come; 

" Full be his cup, with evil fraught, 

'^ Daemons his guides, and death his doc»n!'' 

Then was I cast from out my state ; 

Two fiends of darkness led my way ; 
They wak'd me early, watch'd me late, 

My dread by night, my plague by day ! 
Oh ! I was made their sport, their play. 

Through many a stormy troubled year ; 
And how they us'd their passive prey, 

Is sad to tell : but you shall hear. 

And first, befp!^ they sent me forth. 

Through this unpitying world to run, 
They robb'd Sir Eustace of his worth, 

Lands, manors, lordships, every one ; 
So was that gracious u^an undone, 

Was spum'd as vile, was scom'd as poor. 
Whom every former friend would shun, 

And menials drove from every door. 

Then those ill-favour'd Ones*, whom none 
But my unhappy eyes could view, 

* Vide Banyan't Pilgrim's Progrtss. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



£28 SIR EUSTACE GKET. 

Led me, with wild ^motion, on, 
And, with resistless terror, drew. 

Through lands we fled, o*er seas we flew^ 
And halted on a boundless plain ; 

Where nothing fed, nor breath'd, nor grew. 
But silence rul'd the still domain. 

Upon that boundless plain, below. 

The setting sun's last rays were shed. 
And gave a mild and sober glow. 

Where all were still, asleep, or dead ; 
Vast ruins in the mrdst were spread, . 

Pillars and pediments sublime. 
Where the grey moss had form'd a bed. 

And cloth'd the crumbling spoils of time. 

There was I fix'd, I know not how. 

Condemned for untold years to stay : 
Yet years were not ; — one dreadful Now 

Endur'd no change of night or day; 
The same mild evening's sleeping ray 

Shone softly-solemn and serene. 
And all that time, I gaz'd away, 

The setting sun's sad rays were seen. 
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At length a moment's sleep stole on^ — 

Again came my commissioned foes ; 
Again through sea and land we're gone. 

No peace, no respite, no repose : 
Above the dark broad sea we rose, 

We ran through bleak and frozen land; 
I had no strength, their strength t' oppose. 

An infant in a giant's hand. 

They plac'd me where those streamers play, 

Those nimble beams of brilliant light ; 
It would the stoutest heart dismay, 

To see, to feel, that dreadful sight : 
So swift, so pure, so cold, so bright. 

They pierc'd my frame with icy wound. 
And all that half-year's polar night. 

Those dancing streamers wrapp'd me round. 

Slowly that darkness pass'd away. 

When down upon the earth I fell, — 
Some hurried sleep was mine by day : 

But, soon as toU'd the evening bell, 
They forc'd me on, where ever dwell 

Far-distant men in cities fair. 
Cities of whom no travelers tell. 

Nor feet but mine were wanderers there* , 
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Their watchmen stare, and stand aghast, 

As on we harry through the dark ; 
The watch-light blinks, as we go past, 

The watch-dog shrinks and fears to bark*^; 
The watch-tower's bell sounds shrill; and, hark ! 

The free. wind blows — we've left the town — 
A wide sepulchral ground I mark, ^ 

And on a tomb-stone place me down. 

What monuments of mighty dead! 

What tombs of various kinds are found ! 
And stones erect their shadows shed 

On humble graves,, with wickers bound; 
Some risen fresh, above the ground, 

Some level with the native clay. 
What sleeping millions wait the sound, 
" Arise, ye dead, and come away !** 

Alas ! they stay not for that call ; 

Spare me this wo ! ye Daemons, spare ! — 
They come ! the shrowded shadows all, 

^is more than mortal brain can bear ; 
Rustling they rise, they sternly glate 

At man upheld by vital breath ; 
Who, led by wicked fiends, should dare 

To jom the shadowy troops of death! 
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Yes ! I have felt all man can feel^ 

Till he shall pay his nature's debt ; 
Ills that no hope has strength to heal^ 

No mind th^ comfort to forget: 
Whatever cares the heart can fret, 

The spirits wear, the temper gall. 
Wo, want, dread, anguish, all beset 

My sinful soul ! — ^together all ! 

Those fiends, upon a shaking fen, 

Fix'd me, in dark tempestuous night; 
There never trod the foot of men. 

There flocked the fowl in wint'ry flight ; 
There danc'd the moor's deceitful light, 

Above the pool where sedges grow ; 
And' when the moniing-sun shone bright, 

It shone upon a field of snow. 

They hung me on a bough so small, 

'Die rook could build h^r nest no higher ; 
They fix'd me on the jfrembling ball. 

That crowns the steeple's quiv'ring spire ; 
They set me where the seas retire. 

But drown with their returning tide ; 
And made me flee the mountain's fire, 

When rolling from its burning side. 
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I Ve hung upon the ridgy steep 

Of cliffs^ aBd held the rambling^rier ; 

I 've plung'd below the billowy deep, 

, Where air was sent me to respire ; 

I Ve been where hungry wolves retire : 
And (to complete my woes) I Ve ran 

Where Bedlam's crazy crew conspire 
Against the life of reasoning man. 

I 've furl'd in sforms the flapping sail, 

. By hanging from the top-mast-head ; 
I Ve serv'd the vilest slaves in jail, 

And pick'd the dunghill's spoil for bread; 
I 've made the badger's hole iny bed, 

I 've wander'd with a gipsy crew, 
1 've dreaded all the guilty dread. 

And done what they would fear to do. 

On sand where ebbs and flows the flood, 

Midway they plac'd and bade me die ; 
Propt on my staff*, I stoutly stood 

When the swift waves came rolling by; 
And high they rose, and still more high. 

Till my lips drank the bitter brine ; 
I sobb'd convuls'd, then cast mine eye 

And saw the tide's re-flowing sign. 
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And then, my dreams were such as nought 

Could yield but my unhappy case; 
Vye been of thousand devils caught, 

And thrust into that horrid place, 
Where Teign dismay, despair, disgrace ; 

Furies with iron fangs were there, 
To torture that accursed race, 

Doom'd to dismay, disgrace, despair. 

Harmless I was ; yet hunted down 

For treasons, to my soul unfit ; . 
I Ve been pursued through many a town. 

For crimes that petty knaves commit ; 
I've been adjudg'd t'have lost my wit. 

Because I preach'd so loud and well. 
And thrown into the dungeon's pit. 

For trampling on the pit of hell. 

Such were the evils, man of sin, 

That I was fated to sustain ; 
And add to all, without — within, 

A soul defil'd with every stain. 
That man's reflecting mind can pain; 

That pride, wrong, rage, despair can make ; 
In fact, they 'd nearly touch'd my brain,, 

And reason on her throne would shake. 
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Bujt pity 'will the vilest seek^ 

If punish'd guilt will not repine^ — 
I heard a heavenly teacher speak. 

And felt the Sun qf Mercy shine : 
I haiFd the light ! the birth divine ! 

And then was seaFd among the few ; 
Those angry fiends beheld the sign. 

And from me in an instant fl^Mr. 

Cotoe hear how thus the charmers cry, 

To wandering sheep the strays of sin. 
While some the wicket^gate pass by. 

And some will knock and enter in : 
Full joyful 'tis a soul to win, 

For he that winn^th souls is wise; 
Now hark! the holy strains begin, 

And thus the sainted preacher cries :*- 



* It has been suggested to me, that this change from restlessness to 
repose, in the mipd of Sir Eustace, is wrought by a methodistic <^I ; 
. and it is admitted to be such : a sober and rational conversion <:ould 
not have happened while the disorder^f the brain continued : Yet the 
verses which follow,' in a different metisure, are not intended to make 
any religious persuasion appear ridiculous ; they are to be suppofed as 
the efiect of memory in the disordered mind of the speaker, and, 
though evidently enthusiastic in respect to language, are not meant to 
convey any impropriety of sentiment. 
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*' Pilgrim, burthen'd with thy sin, 

" Come the way to Zion's gate, 

" There, till Mercy let thee in, 

" Knock and weep and watch and wait, 
" Knock ! — He knows the sinner's cry : 
" Weep! — He loves the mourner's tears : 
" Watch ! — ^for saving grace is nigh : ^ 

" Wait, — till heavenly light appears. 

" Hark ! it is the Bridegroom's voice ; 

" Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest ; ' 

'^ Now within the g&te rejoice, 

^' Safe and sealed and bought and blest! 
" Safe — from all the lures of vice, 
'* SeaPd — ^by signs the chosen know, 
" Bought — ^by love and life the price, 
" Blest — the mighty debt to owe. j 

" Holy Pilgrim I what for thee, 

" In a world like this remain i 

" From thy guarded breast shall flee, 

<' Fear and shame, and doubt and pain. 

*' Fear — the hope of Heaven shall fly, 

" Shame — ^from glory's view retire, 

" Doubt — in certain rapture die, 

" Pain — in endless bliss expire." 
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But though my day of grace was come, 

Yet still my days of grief I find ; 
The former clouds' collected gloom. 

Still sadden the reflecting mind ; 
The soul, to evil things consign'd, 

Will of their evil some retain ; 
The man will seem to earth inclin'd, 

And will not look erect again. 

Thus, though elect, I feel it hard, 

To lose what I possess'd before, 
To be from all my wealth debarred, — 

The brave Sir Eustace is no more : 
But old I wax and passing poor. 

Stern, rugged men my conduct view ; 
They chide my wish, they bar my door, 

Tis hard — I weep — ^you see I do. — 

Must you, my friends, no longer stay ? 

Thus quickly all my pleasures end; 
But I '11 remember, when I pray, 

My kind Physician and his Friend ; 
And those sad hours, you deign to spend 

With me, I shall requite them all ; 
Sir Eustace for his friends shall send, 

And thank their love at GreyUng HalL 
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VISITOR. 

The poor Sir Eustace / — Yet his hope. 

Leads him to think of joys again; 
And when his earthly visions .droop. 

His views of heavenly kind remain : — 
But whence that meek and humhled strain. 

That spirit wounded, lost, resigned ? 
Would not so proud a soul disdain 

The madness of the poorest mind f 

PHYSICIAN. 

No ! for the more he swell'd with pride, 

The more he felt misfortune's blow ; 
Disgrace and grief he could not hide. 

And poverty had laid him low: 
Thus shame and sorrow working slow, 

At length this humble spirit gave ; 
Madness on these began to grow, 

And bound him to his fiends a slave. 

Though the wild thoughts had touch'd his brain. 
Then was he free : — So, forth he ran ; 

To soothe or threat, alike were vain : 

He spake of fiends ; look'd wild and wan ; 

Year after year, the hurried man 
Obey'd those fiends from place to place; 
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Till his religious change began 

To form a frenzied child of grace. 
For, as the fury lost its strength^ 

The mind repos'd; by slow degrees, 
Came lingering hope, and brought at length. 

To the tormented spirit, ease : 
This slave of sin, whom fiends could seize. 

Felt or believ'd theijr power had end ; — 
" Tis faith/' he cried, " my bosom frees, / 

" And now my Saviour is my friend." 

But ah ! though time can yield relief, • 

And soften woes it cannot cure ; 
Would we- not suffer pain and grief, 

To have our reason sound and sure i 
Then let us keep oui; bosoms pure. 

Our fancy's fitvourite flights suppress; 
Prepare the body to endure. 

And bend the ipind to meet distress ; 
And then his guardian care implore. 

Whom daemons dread and men adore. 
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HALL OF JUSTICE. 



PART I. 



CoBfiteor ftcere hoc anoM ; aed fet altera oavsa tti, 
Aiudetai animi, contmaiuqae dolor. 



MAGISTRATE) VAO&ANT^ CONSTABLE, 8CC. 
VAGRANT. 

1 AKE, take away thy barbarous hand. 

And let me to thy master speak ; 
Remit awhile the harsh command^. 

And hear me, or my heart will break. 

MAGISTRATE. 

Fond wretch! and what canst thou relate, 
But deeds of sorrow, shame, and sin i 

Thy crime is provM, thou know'st thy fate; 
But come, thy tale! begin, begin ! — 
m 
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VAaRANT. 

My crime 1-— — ^This sick'ning child to feed, 
I seiz'd the food, your witness saw ; ' 

I knew your laws forbade the deed, q 

But yielded to a stronger law. 

Know'st thou, to Nature^s great command. 

All human laws are frail and weak ? 
Nay! frown not — stay his eager hand, 

And hear me, or my heart will break. 

In thiB> th' adopted babe I hold 
With anxious f^ineBs^ to my breast. 

My heart's sole comfort I behold. 

Mote dear than life, when life was blest ; 

I saw her pining, fainting, cold, 
I tegg'd — ^but vain was my request. 

I saw the tempting food, and seiz'd — 

My infant>9afiker found relief; 
And, in tlie pilffelrM treasure pleased, 

SmiFd on my guilt and hush'd my grief. 



But I have griefe of other kind. 

Troubles and sorrows morfe «ev6re; I 

Give rfie to ease my tortur'd mind, i 

Lend to tny woe^ a patient ear; 
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And let me — if I may not fiqd 
A friend to help — ^^d one to hear. 

Yet nameless let me plead — ^my name 

Would only wake the cry of scorn ; 
A child of sin, conceived ia shame. 

Brought forth in wo, to misery horn. 

My mother dead, my father Ipat, 

I wandered with a vagrant crew ; 
A common care, a common cost, 

Their sorrows and tj^eir ^ins { knew; 
With them, by want on ,error forced, ^ 

Like them, I base and guilty greyr. 

Few are my years, not so my crimes ; 

The age, which these 99A looks dedairei . 
Is sorrow's work, it is not time'3, 

And I am old in shame and care. 

Taught to believe 'die world a place 

Where every stranger was a foe, 
Train'd in the arts that mark our r^a^e. 

To what ne^ people could I go ? 
Could I a better life emhii^aGe, 

Or live as virtue dictates ! No !— * 
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So through the land, I wandering went. 

Arid little found of grief or joy ; 
But lost my bosom's sweet content, 

When first I lov'd— the Gipsy-Boy- 

A sturdy youth he was and tall, 

His looks would all his soul declare^ 
His piercing eyes were deep and small. 

And strongly curPd his raven-hair. 

Yes, Aaron had each manly charm, 

All in the May of youthful pride, 
He scarcely fear'd his fathef^s arm, 

And every other arm defied. — ' 
Oft, when they grew in anger warm, 

(Whom will not love and power divide f> 
I rose, their wi^athM souls to calm. 

Not yet in sinful combat tried. 

His father was our party's chief. 

And dark and dreadful was his look. 
His presence fiU'd my heart with grief, 

Although to me he kindly spoke. 

With Aaron I delighted went. 

His favour was my bliss and pride ; ' 
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In growing hope our days we spent. 
Love, growing charms in either spied, 

It saw them, all which Nature lent. 
It lent them, all which she denied. 

€ould I the father's kindness prize. 

Or gratefiil looks on him bestow; 
Whom I beheld in wrath arise. 

When Aaron sunk beneath his blow I 

He drove him down with wicked hand. 

It was a dreadful sight to see ; 
Then vex'd him, till he left the land, 

And told his cruel love to me; — ' , 
The clan were all at his command. 

Whatever his command might be. 

The night was dark, the lanes were deep. 
And one by one, they took their way ; 

He bade me lay me down and sleep, 
I only wept and wish'd for day. 

Accursed be the love he bore. 

Accursed was the force he us'd. 
So let him of his God implore 

For mercy, and be so refus'd! 
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You frown again, — to show my wrong, 

Can I in gentle latigitage speak ? 
My woes are deep, my words are stroi^,— 

And hear me, or my heart will hxeak. 

MAGISTRATE. 

I 

I hear thy words, I feel thy pain; 

Forhear awhile to speak thy woes;^ 
Receive out aid, and then again 

The story of thy life disclose. 

For, though seduc'd and led astray, 
Thou'st traveled far and wander'd long; 

Thy God hath seen thee all the way, 
And all the turns that led thee wrong. 
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PABT II. 



Quondam ridentes oculi, nunc fonte perenni 
Deploraat poenas nocte ditque tuas. 

Corn. OalU Eleg. 



MAGISTRATE. 



Come, now again thy woes impart, 
Tell all thy sorrows, all thy sin ; 

We cannot heal the throbbing heart, 
Till we discern the wounds within. 

Compunction weeps our guilt away, 
' The sinner's safety is his pain; 
Such pangs for our oiFences pay. 
And these severer griefs are gain. 
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VAGRANT. 

The son come back — ^he found us wed^ 

Then dreadful was the oath he swore j — 
His way through Blackbum Forest led, — 
• His' father we beheld no more. 

Of all our daring clan, not one 

Would on the doubtful subject dwell ; 

For all esteem'd the injur'd son, 
And fear'd the tale^ which he could teUL 

But I had mightier cause for fear, 
For slow and mournful round my bed, 

I saw a dreadful form appear, — 
It came when I and Aaron wed. 

(Yes ! we were wed, 1 know my crimen- 

W« slept beneaitih the dmiH tree; 
But I was grieviftg aH ifce time, 

And Aqron ffeowfi'd «y "tears td see. 

For he not yet had felt ishe psnn. 

That rankles in a ^vromded lanesst; 
He wakM to sin, then slcfit again, 
* Forsook his <irox>, yet Mak jks iaBtr-*« 
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But I was forc'd to feign delight. 
And joy in mirth and music sought,-^ 

And mem'ry now recalls the night, 
With sudh surprise and horrcHr fraught, 

That reason felt a moment's flight, 
And left a itnind, to madness wrought.) 

When waking, on my heaving breast 

I felt a hand as cold as death ; 
A sudden fear my voice suppress'd, 

A chilling lerror stopp'd my breath.-^ 

I seem'd — no words can utter how ! 

For there my father-husband stood,-— 
And thus he said: — ** Will God allow, 

*' The great Avenger, just and good, 
'* A wife, to break her marriage vow ? 

*' A son, to shed his father's blood r 

I trembled at the dismal sounds. 

But vainly strove a word to' say ; 
So, pointing to his bleeding wounds, 

* The threat'aing spectre stalk'daway. 



* The state of mind here described, will account fbr a visioii Q>f this 
Batnre, without hairt&g re«o«neto any tttperaatural aj^pMraaoe. 
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I brought a lovely daughter forth, 

His father's child, in AarorCs bed; 
He took her from me in his wrath, 

" Where is my child ?"— ' Thy child is dead/ 

'Twas false — ^we wandered tar and wide, 
Through town and country, field and fen, 

Till Aaron^ fighting, fell and died. 
And I became a wife again. 

I then was young : — ^my husband sold 
My fancied charms for wicked price ; 

He gave me oft, for sinful gold, 
The slave, but not the friend of vice : — 

Behold me, Heav'n ! my pains biehold, 
And let them for my sins sufiice ! 

The wretch who lent me thus for gain, 
Despis'd me when my youth was fled ; 

Then came disease and brought me pain : — 
Come, death, and bear me to the dead ! 

For though I grieve, my grief is vain, 
And fruitless all the tears I shed. 

True, I was not to virtue train'd, 
Y^t well I knew my deeds were ill ; 
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By each offence my heart was pain'd, 

I wept, but I offended still; 
My better thoughts my life disdain'd^ 

But yet the viler led my will. 

My husband died, and now no more 
My smile was sought, or ask'd my hand, 

A widow'd vagrant, vile and poor, 
Beneath a vagrant's vile command. 

Ceaseless I rov'd the country round. 

To win my bread by iraudful arts, 
And long a poor subsistence found. 

By spreading nets for simple hearts. 

Though poor, and abject, and despis'd. 

Their fortunes to the crowd I told ; 
I gave the young the love they priz'd. 

And promised wealth to bless the old ; 
Schemes for the doubtful I devis'd. 

And charms for the forsaken sold. 

At length for arts like these confin'd 

In prison with a lawless crew, 
I soon perceiv'd a kindred mind. 

And there my long-lost daughter knew ; 
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His father's child, wham Aaron gave 

To wander with a distant clan, > 
The miseries of the world to brave. 

And be the slave of vice and man» 

She knew my name-^we met in pain, 

Our parting pangs can I express i 
She saiPd a convict o'er the m^hi. 

And left au heir to her distress. 

This is that heir to shame and pain. 

For whom I only could descry 
A world of trouble and disdain : 

Yet, could I heM to see her die, 
Or stretch her feeble hands in vain, 

And, weeping, beg of me supply? 

No! though the f*te thy mother knew. 
Was shameful ! shameful though thy race 

Have wander'd all, a lawless crew. 
Outcasts, despis'd in every place ; 

Yet as the dark and U(iuddy tide. 

When far from its polluted sour<ee, 
Becomes more pure, and, purified, 

Flows in a clear and happy coursfj;-^ 
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Inthee, dear infant! so may end 
Our shame, in thee ocur ionowt cease ! 

And thy pure course will then extend, 
In floods of joy, o'er vales of peace. 

Oh! by the God who bves to spaxe, 

Deny me not llie boon I craipe; 
Let this loVd diild youc mercy afaare, 

And let. me find a peaceful gtave; 
Make her yet spotless soul your oare^ 

And let my.sins their portion have, 
Her for a better fate prepare, 

And punish whom 'twere sin to save ! 

MAGISTRATE. 

Recall the word, renounce the thought, 
Command thy heart and bend thy knee. 

There is to all a pardon brought, 
A ransom rich, assur'd and free ; 

'Tis full when found, 'tis found if sought. 
Oh ! seek it, till 'tis seal'd to thee. 

VAGRANT. 

But how my pardon shall I know ? 
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MAOISTRATB. 

By feeling dread that 'tis not sent. 
By tears for sin that freely flow^ 

By griefy that all thy tears are spent^ 
By thoughts on that great debt w6 owe. 

With all the mercy God has lent. 
By suffering what thou canst not show. 

Yet showing how thine heart is rent. 
Till thou canst feel thy bosom glow. 

And say, ** My Saviour, I rbfbkt?' 
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WOMAN! 



MR. ^EDYARD, AS QUOTED BY M. PARKE, IN HIB 
' TEAVEtS INTO AFRICK. 



" To a Woman I never addressed myielf in the language of decency 
'* and friendship, without receiving a decent and friendly answer. 
" If I was hungry or thinty, wet or sick, they did not hesitate, 
" like >Ieo, to perform a generous action : In so free and kind,» 
** mfanner did they contribute to my relief, that if 1 was dry, I 

X *' drank the sweetest draught, and if hungry, I ate the coarsest 
" morsel with a double relish.'' 



1 LACE the white man on AfricV^ coai^. 
Whose swarthy sons in blood delight, 

Who of their scorn to Europe boast, 
And paint their very daemons wliite; 
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260 WOMAN ! 

There while the sterner sex disdains 

To soothe the woes they cannot feel. 
Woman will strive to heal his pains, 

And weep for those she cannot heal : 
Hers is warm pity's sacred glow; 

From all her stores, she bears a part. 
And bids the spring of hope re-flow. 

That languish'd in the fainting heart* 

" What though so pale his haggard face, 

" So sunk and sad his looks," — she cries ; 
'* And far unlike our nobler race, 

" With crisped locks and rolling eyes ; 
" Yet misery marks him of our kind, 
*' We see him lost, alone, afraid ; 
" And pangs of body, griefs in mind, 
'' Pronounce him man and ask our aid. 

'' Perhaps in some far-distant shore, 

" There are who in these forms delight ; 
*' Whose milky features please them more, 
'* Than ours of jet thus burnish'd bright ; 
" Of such may be his weeping wife, 

'' Such children for their sire may call, 
^' And if we spare his ebbing life, 
'^ Our kindness may preserve them all/' 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



woman! ^l 

Thus her compassion Woman shows, 
Beneath the line her acts are these ; 
Nor the wide waste of Lapland-snows 
Can her warm flow of pity freeze : — ■ 

'' From some sad land the stranger comes, 

" Where joys, like ours, ate never found ; 
'' Let 's soothe him in our happy homes, 
*' Where freedom sits, with plenty crown'd. 

" 'Tis good the fainting soul to cheer, 
" To see the famish'd stranger fed ; 
'* To milk for him the mother-deer, 
'* To smooth for him the furry bed. 

*' The Powers above, our Lapland bless 
" With good no other peoplie know ; 
" T' enlarge the joys that we possess, 
" By feeling those that we bestow !" 

Thus in extremes of cold and heat, 

Where wandering man may trace his kind ; 

Where-ever grief and want retreat. 
In Woman they compassion find ; 

She makes the female breast her seat. 
And dictates mercy to the mind. 

Man may the sterner virtues know, 
Determined justice, truth severe: 
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264 WOMAN I 

But female hearts with pity glow, 

And Womaa holds affliction dear ; 
For guiltless woes her sorrows flow, 

And suffering vice compels her tear; 
'Tis hers to soothe the ills below. 

And bid life's fairer viev^ appear : 
To Woman's gentle kind we owe, 

What comforts and delights us here ; 
They its gay hopes on youth bestow, - 

And care they soothe and age they cheer. 




FINIS, 



J.. BretUU, Rupert -Street, 
Hay-Mark«t, London. 
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